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A SOFT, FINE SPRAY THAT IS GOOD TO YOUR HAIR 


HOLDS CURLS BEAUTIFULLY IN PLACE FOR HOURS 
Breck Hair Set Mist is a gentle spray Breck Hair Set Mist holds your curls softly 


that leaves your hair soft and shining, in place. This fragrant mist helps to 
never stiff or sticky. It is good to your hair. bring out the natural beauty of your hair. 
Use after combing, to hold hair in place Use before combing — style as you comb Use for pincurling 
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Copyright 1961 by John H. Breck, Inc. 


2 oz. 65¢; 5¥2 oz. $1.25; 802. $1.50; 1102. $2.00; Plus tax. Available wherever cosmetics are sold. 
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Fabian: currently appearing in Par nount Pictures’ “Love In A Goldfish Bowl,” a Jurow-Shepherd Production. 
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fa Daydreams come true with Evening in Paris 


BBOURJOIS 


It’s easier than an Aladdin's lamp! New Evening in Paris spray-mist coLoGNe 2.00. Try it! Just a press of your “ finger and you're in the mood for daydreams to come true! 
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Chignon. Great new 
hair-do look! Of soft, 
light U.S. Aqua 
Foam. Platinum, 
blonde, brunette, 
brownette. 3.98 
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Brigitte. New bouffant 
look! Snowy white 
“flakes” with contrast- 
ing pompon in 
coordinated colors. 
Marvelously light on 


your head. 4.98 

United 
States 
Rubber 


Rockefeller Center, New York 20. New York 
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Imagine! The curls still there...even after you trim your hair: 


Fashion’s new shorter 










hair-do’s demand a 


Fashion ‘Quick’ home permanent 


©1961 Richard Hudnut 


New! Fashion Quick gives you a soft wave that’s 
guaranteed to last through trim after trim-for 4 months! 


Fashion ‘Quick’ waves deeper down from ends to crown — in just 20 minutes! 

Its unique formula acts to give your hair more body! That’s why you can trim a 
a ere Spee ee ee ee eee y) GET-ACQUAINTED 

Fashion ‘Quick’ permanent — and trim it again! There’s never been a soft wave OFFER! 


before with such a will to mould and hold! And new Fashion ‘Quick’ is easy to 


use. There’s no shampooing, no mixing the neutralizer. With half the work, in SAVE $100 
half the time, you’ve a deep-down wave that lasts for four months — even with a | 
short hair-do! Richard Hudnut guarantees it or your money back! Regular — for REGULARLY*2, 50) 
normal hair. Gentle —for bleached hair. Super —for hard-to-wave hair. Also, two NOW $1.50 pe 
new Fashion ‘Quick’ formulas for gray hair and children’s hair. plus tax 


Hurry! Offer Limited 


Guhin Quick BY RICHARD HUDNUT 


FIRST HOME PERMANENT WITH PRE-MIXED NEUTRALIZER AND BUILT-IN SHAMPOO 





get more out of life- 


go out to a 


movie 


with JANET GRAVES 


What’s on tonight? 
You’ve got to go out 
to see the best! Look for 
these new pictures 


at your favorite theater 





THE PLEASURE OF HIS COMPANY 
Paramount, Technicolor (Family) 

wWHo’s IN IT? Debbie Reynolds. Fred As- 
taire. Lilli Palmer. Tab Hunter. 

WHAT’s IT ABOUT? The ruckus that breaks 
loose when a playboy shows up at his ex- 
wife’s home for their daughter’s wedding. 





WHAT'S SPECIAL? Fred as beau of the bail. 
Says a pal of Debbie’s: “He doesn’t dance 
like a father!” ... Lilli’s sparkle as the 
lady who can see through the old charm 
boy—but still isn’t immune. 





WHAT'S THE VERDICT? Romantic comedies 
are so rare that any entry’s welcome. This 
one’s gabby but pleasant: nice people. 
pretty clothes, dreamy Frisco backgrounds. 





7 


THE LAST SUNSET 

U-I, Eastman Color (Adult) 

WHO’s IN IT? Kirk Douglas, Rock Hudson, 
Carol Lynley, Dorothy Malone. 

WHAT’s IT ABOUT? Dangerous cattle drive 


that throws together a killer, a lawman 
and two women with a strange secret. 





WHAT'S SPECIAL? The natural beauty of 
Carol’s face effective photography, 
like a dust-hazed shot of a horse and rider 
(Rock) sinking in quicksand. 





WHAT'S THE VERDICT? Carol and a really 
daring plot twist make this big (and long) 
movie extra-absorbing. while western fans 
will feel right at home with Kirk’s good- 
badman and Rock’s dependable hero. 








LA DOLCE VITA (‘‘The Sweet Life’’) 
Astor; Italian dialogue, English titles (Adult) 
WHO’s IN IT? Marcello Mastroianni, Yvonne 


Furneaux, Anita Ekberg, Anouk Aimee. 
WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Sad emptiness of the 





life in modern Rome seen by a young re- 
porter who has no beliefs or love in him. 
WHAT'S sPECIAL? Director Federico (“La 
Strada”) Fellini’s wise way with people, 
in swirling groups or pathetically alone 
. . fine acting by Mastroianni (usually 
just a handsome guy). 
WHAT'S THE VERDICT? The substance jus- 
tifies the three-hour length; in fact. it 
ought to be seen more than once to grasp 
every meaning. Its events may be shocking. 
but its viewpoint (Fellini’s) is healthy. 








RETURN TO PEYTON PLACE 


20th; CinemaScope, De Luxe Color (Adult) 


WHO's IN IT? Carol Lynley. Jeff Chandler. 
Eleanor Parker, Tuesday Weld. 

WHAT'S IT ABOUT? A Peyton Place girl 
writes a best-seller about her town—she 
calls her book “Samuel’s Castle,” but it’s 
obviously “Peyton Place.” Anyhow, it cer- 
tainly bugs the homefolks! 

WHAT'S SPECIAL? Lovely autumn and win- 
ter scenes (California New 
England). 

WHAT'S THE VERDICT? Feeble sequel, re- 
lying for its punch on moments when 
people talk about climaxes in the original 
movie. If Mary Astor didn’t keep thinking 
up nasty schemes, there’d be no new plot. 
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THE FABULOUS WORLD OF 
JULES VERNE 


Embassy, Mysti-Mation (Family) 


WHO’s IN IT? Louis Locke, 
Ernest Revere, Marvin Hall. 
WHAT’s IT ABOUT? A 19th Century villain’s 
plan to rule the world, foiled by captives 
on his island base. 

WHAT'S SPECIAL? Delicate artistry of the 
process. It mixes animated drawings and 
live action; designs, costumes and props to 
suggest the steel-engraved pictures in early 
editions of Verne books. 

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? A delightful sur- 
prise! It has touches of poetry and (like 
“Journey to the Center of the Earth”) lots 
of dead-pan fun with Victorian melodrama. 


Jane Zale. 

































MASTER OF THE WORLD 


A-1, MagnaColor (Family) 


WHO’s IN 1T? Vincent Price. Charles Bron- 
son. Mary Webster. Henry Hull. 


WHAT’s Ir ABOUT? Another mad (maybe) 





genius from the pages of Verne. This one 
sails a 19th Century airship; wants to use 
his terrible powers to abolish war. 
thrills 

played straight here) more of the 
wonderfully fancy gadgets that Verne 
imagined—amazingly close to present fact. 
A kids-of-all-ages 
kind of yarn. We couldn't help wishing. 
these nervous days. that Vincent had been 
real—and the good guys had let him alone. 


WHAT'S SPECIAL? Action (mostly 





WHATS THE VERDICT? 





GIDGET GOES HAWAIIAN 


Columbia; 





See 4 


i. 





Eastman Color (Family) 


WHO’s IN IT? James Darren. Michael Cal- 


lan, Deborah Walley. Carl Reiner. Peggy 


Cass. 

WHAT'S IT ABOUT? A cute young girl who 
leaves her boyfriend to go to Hawaii with 
her parents—and then finds a new boy- 
friend, a TV star! 

WHAT'S SPECIAL? The colorful scenery .. . 








Michael Callan’s dancing . . . the comedy 
of “the older folks” ... the sparkle of new 
star. Deborah Walley. 

WHAT'S THE VERDICT? Though nothing spe- 
cial, it’s amusing if you like situation 
comedies. And it’s good to see everyone 
live happily ever after for a change. 





THE BIG SHOW 


20th; CinemaScope, De Luxe Color (Family) 








WHO’s IN 1T? Esther Williams. Nehemiah 


Persoff, Cliff Robertson, David Nelson. 


WHAT’s IT ABOUT? A German circus owned 





by a fanatical showman who tries to run 
his grown children’s lives, too. 


WHAT’S SPECIAL? Good acts—including 





wild animals we’ll bet you’ve never seen 
perform before .. . sweet romance between 
GI Nelson and circus gal Carol Christen- 
sen. 

WHAT'S THE VERDICT? Reasonably enter- 
taining, but the story’s just “House of 
Strangers” and “Broken Lance” remade in 
a third location: New York, the old West, 
now Europe. Outer-space version in "66? 








TWO WOMEN 


Embassy; Italian dialogue, English titles (Adult) 


WHO’s IN 1T? Sophia Loren, Jean Paul 
Belmondo, Eleanora Brown, Raf Vallone. 





WHAT'S IT ABOUT? The appalling impact 
of war on a strong, vital Italian woman 
and her gentle thirteen-year-old daughter. 
WHAT'S SPECIAL? Director Vittorio de Sica’s 
honesty and compassion, getting the best 
from Sophia, Jean Paul (we didn’t even 
recognize the “Breathless” star), young 
Eleanora and the least bit player. 

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Italy takes the hon- 
ors this month! Complementing “La Dolce 
Vita,” De Sica’s film is beautifully simple, 
decisive in its tribute to human spirit. 














ALL HANDS ON DECK 

20th; CinemaScope, De Luxe Color (Family) 
WHO’s IN IT? Pat Boone, Buddy Hackett. 
Barbara Eden, Dennis O’Keefe. 

WHAT'S IT ABOUT? An easygoing Navy ship 
and a young officer’s romance are nearly 
disrupted by a Chickasaw Indian sailor. 
WHAT'S SPECIAL? A Pat Boone leading lady 


gets thoroughly kissed for once! .. . 
ex-action hero O’Keefe’s neat switch to 
character man (as the unhappy skipper). 
WHAT'S THE VERDICT? Another in the end- 
less series of good-natured service come- 
dies. It leans pretty hard on Pat’s agree- 
able personality and song style and on 
Buddy’s exuberant clowning. 














THE CURSE OF THE WEREWOLF 


U-I, Eastman Color (Adult) 


WHO’s IN IT? Clifford Evans, Oliver Reed, 
Catherine Feller, Yvonne Romain. 

WHAT’s IT ABOUT? Case history of an or- 
phan who grows up fighting against the 
weird ailment called lycanthropy. 

WHAT’s SPECIAL? Unusually sympathetic 
angle on the monster (nice kid, except 
that his eyeteeth start lengthening every 
so often) ... genuinely creepy atmosphere. 
WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Those English are 


trying to scare us silly! Like their new 
versions of the “Dracula” and “Mummy” 
stories, this one is dead-serious and mighty 
gruesome. The color accent’s red. 

(Please turn the page) 
























Today 
You Can't Buy 
A Finer 
Deodorant 


At Any Price! 












CHLOROPHYLL 


STICK 
DEODORANT 


GREASELESS. NON - IRRITATING 
STOPS PERSPIRATION ODOF 
HARMLESS TO SKIN OR CLOTHES 
EASY-TO.USE PUSH-UP HOLDER 


me. MeCalls 


MeCalls F 


Yet this jumbo 
“use tested” stick 


costs 29 ¢ 


only 


Think of all the qualities you want in 
a deodorant. It should stop perspira- 
tion odor instantly, and protect all day 
long. Yet it must be absolutely safe, 
harmless to skin. Greaseless, harmless 
to clothes. Delicately fragrant. 

Must you pay a high price for all 
this? Not today! Not when Lander 
sells so many millions that they can 
offer an oversize supply in a plastic 
push-up holder, at a mere 29c! 


ANDER 


CHLOROPHYLL 


DEODORANTS 


...and only 39c for the lotion ROLL-ON 
style thatstops perspiration worries. 























WHITE NIGHTS 
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UMPO; Italian dialogue, English titles (Adult) 


it? Maria Schell, Marcello 


Mastroianni, Jean Marais. 


WHO'S _IN 





WHAT’s IT ABOUT? Wistful friendship of a 





footloose young man and a naive girl who’s 
waiting for her sweetheart’s return. 
WHAT'S SPECIAL? The shabby lonesomeness 
of night-time streets in an Italian city 

. the handsome features of Marcello 
and Maria. reflecting bewildered emotion. 
THE VERDICT? Carefully 
drama that takes its own good time build- 
ing up a misty romantic mood. It’s based 
on a minor Dostoevsky story, but hardly 
a typical one. 





WHAT'S made 








THE WARRIOR EMPRESS 


Columbia: CinemaScope, Eastman Color (Adult) 


WHO’s IN IT? Kerwin Mathews, Tina 





Louise, Ricardo Garrone, Susy Golgi. 
WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Fight against tyranny 





in ancient Greece; the rebel leader’s love 
for a proud priestess. 


WHAT'S SPECIAL? Glorious seascapes, gal- 





loping horses, lavish sets . . . quaint props 
of antique warfare . . . the girls’ generously 
revealed figures. 


WHAT'S THE VERDICT? At least, this is a 





decorative bit of foolishness, happily ignor- 
ing history. We don’t get the title; there’s 
not a single female warrior or empress in 
sight ! 





THE BRIDGE 

A.A.; German dialogue, English titles (Adult) 
WHO’s IN IT? Volker Lechtenbrink, Cor- 
dula Trantow, Fritz Wepper, Michael Hinz. 
WHAT’S IT ABOUT? True incident from the 


last days of World War II. German boys in 
their mid-teens are rushed from the school 
room into the army and disaster. 








WHAT'S SPECIAL? The young players’ utter 
sincerity—you come to know each one as 
if he’d sat next to you in the classroom 
. . . director Bernhard Wicki’s powerful 
blending of newsreel realism and intimacy. 
WHAT'S THE VERDICT? Heartbreaking and 


infuriating. An indictment of war that rises 
above its particular time. 








FIVE GOLDEN HOURS 
Columbia (Adult) 


WHO’s iN 1T? Ernie Kovacs, Cyd Charisse. 
George Sanders, Dennis Price. 

WHAT’s IT ABOUT? A genial Italian who 
makes a nice sideline of consoling wealthy 
widows—till one of them outsmarts him. 
WHAT’S SPECIAL? Beautiful Cyd, extra- 
alluring in black . . . chuckles George and 
Ernie get out of an unlikely locale—a 
luxurious sanitarium where they’re both 
playing crazy (for a purpose). 

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Clever idea, good 
cast, but not too many laughs. Sharpened 
up and speeded up, it might have been a 
comfortable little comedy hit. 
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Cream hair away the beautiful way... with new baby-pink, sweet-smelling Neer; what 

a beautiful difference it makes! Any gal who's ever used a razor knows there’s trouble with razor 
stubble; bristly, coarse hair-ends that feel ugly, look worse. Gentle, smoothing NEET actually 
beauty-creams the hair away; goes down deep where no razor can reach! No wonder it takes so |) 4 
much longer for new hair to come in. So next time, for the smoothest, nicest looking legs - 


in town, why not try NEET—you’'ll never want to shave again! 
Meee 
a 

































































WHO’S RIGHT? 


1 would like to know who played in the 
movie “State Fair.” My husband says 
it was Jane Powell. I say it was Jeanne 
Crain. It has been seven years now, and 
he still won't give in. Also please tell 
me the other performers in the film. 
Mrs. Mauve StTeeves 
Ottawa, Canada 


The stars who went to the “Fair” were 
Dana Andrews, Dick Haymes, Vivian Blaine 
and Jeanne Crain. In fact, 20th Century- 
Fox is remaking this popular film with 
Bobby Darin, Pat Boone, Arthur Godfrey, 





Ann Margaret and Diana Trask.—Eb. 


For the last year my mother and I have 
been arguing about whether Joanne 
Woodward played in “Written on the 
Wind.” I say Lauren Bacall was in it. but 
my mother thinks it is Joanne. 
AMANDA BURNSIDE 
Layetteville. Texas 


The film starred Rock Hudson, Bob Stack, 
Dorothy Malone and Lauren Bacall.—Eb. 


MOVIE QUIZ 


Could you please tell me who played 
in “Ox Bow Incident”? 
Gincer HARDEN 
Phoenix, Ariz. 


Henry Fonda and Dana Andrews starred 
in this 1943 film.—Eb. 


I’ve been wondering—a while ago on 
TV, I saw “Death of a Salesman,” star- 
ring Frederic March, Mildred Dunnock 
and Cameron Mitchell. I would like to 
know who played the role of the other 
son and any other information you can 
give me about him. 
P.S. Your magazine is the best! 
BarBarA Hanes 
Ottawa, Ontario 
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“ a 
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The features | like best in this issue of PHOTOPLAY are 1. : 
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Paste this ballot on a postcard and send it to Reader's Poll. Box 1374, ; 

Grand Central Station, New York 17, N. Y., and tell us your favorites. M 
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The role of Biff in the film was played 
by Kevin McCarthy. Kevin has been busy 
with TV commitments and is in “The Mis 
fits” for United Artists.—Eb. 


Whatever happened to Roddy McDowell? 
We often see him in old TV films and 
we really love his acting. 
Joyce DINEEN 
Royal Oak, Mich. 


Roddy is a most successful Broadway actor. 
He is currently in a hit play, “Camelot.”—Ep. 


BEAUTY BAR 


Let me tell you how much I enjoyed 
the article on Vacationing in Hollywood. 
It was wonderful. Please have 
stories like it. 


more 


Patsy HaAGan 
Chattanooga, Tenn. 


Thank you for such an exciting story 

about Hollywood. Do write more on what 

type of clothes I might take for an August 

trip, how many dresses, ete. You can 

bet that I plan on a new haircut, too. 
Rose Marit STRAEHER 
Lemay, Mo. 


Loved your story... . Am planning a 
trip to California and would like to know 
the following: 

1. Are fur trimmed cashmere sweaters 
adequate wraps for evening wear? 


Yes, indeed. Sweaters (trimmed or un- 
trimmed) make lovely “throw-ons” and 


can be worn with almost everything. 


2. Does Max Factor give lessons in make- 
up? 


Yes, you can have a beauty analysis and 
lesson in one of their salons. 


3. Are pastel linen sheath dresses cor- 

rect for daytime or evening wear? 
Patricia CLoup 
Houston, Tex. 


Linen sheaths are ideal for day or evening 
wear. Your pastel shades would be fine 
for afternoon and your darker shades ap- 
propriate for evening—Eb. 


(Please turn the page) 
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JIMMY DARREN and DEBORAH WALLEY agree— 


” 


Jimmy and Deborah star in 
“GIDGET GOES HAWAIIAN” 
A Columbia Pictures Release 


ee 


DEBORAH: ‘‘Coppertone gives me a 
beautiful tan, and without worrying about 
sunburn. It keeps my skin so soft and 
smooth, too. There’s just nothing like it!” 


JIMMY: ‘“‘Coppertone’s the most, all 
right! Gives the deepest, richest, longest 
lasting tan I ever had.” 


| possible suntan with mazxi- 
mum sunburn protection! That’s what 
you get with Coppertone. That’s why 
it’s America’s favorite . . . by far! 


Tests under the Florida sun proved 


it! Conducted by eminent skin spe- 
cialists, they showed Coppertone 
gives faster tanning with maximum 
protection than any other leading 
product. A smooth, deep, natural tan 
... better-looking, longer-lasting! 


And Coppertone contains no drying 
alcohol—no dye or coloring agents. 
It’s really rich in lanolin and other 
emollients that keep it on your skin 
longer, protecting you better after 
swimming! Coppertone actually con- 
ditions your skin. So get the best tan 
you possibly can ... with Coppertone! 


AMERICA’S MOST COMPLETE 
LINE OF SUNTAN PRODUCTS 
Choose the form you like best: 
LOTION: favorite for “balanced” tanning 

and sunburn protection. 


OIL: for those who want deepest tan and 
need less protection. 


CREAM: for maximum “‘stay-on” during 
swimming or exercise. 


SPRAY: aerosol—for speedy application. 


SHADE: gives extra sunscreen protection 
for children, blondes, redheads—all people 
with sensitive skins. 
NOSKOTE: for nose, extra exposed spots. 
& 
Save—always buy larger size 


Don't be a 


30PPERTONE fixe — 


Coppertone is a Reg. T.M. of Plough, Inc. 





Also available in Canada 


SEE DICK CLARK FOR COPPERTONE ON 
**AMERICAN BANDSTAND" ¢ ABC-TV NETWORK 





LIKE YOUR LIPSTICK RICH AND 
CLINGING? GET S’LIPSTICK IN 
THE “SHEER LANOLIN” FORMULA 

















For siren lips that like their lipstick rich 
and clinging, there’s Cutex Sheer 
Lanolin formula in the striped 
S'lipstick case. Designed on a 

revolutionary new principle, 
S'lipstick looks like a 
jeweler's costly original 
...works like a charm... 
costs a purse pamper- 

ing 49¢ plus tax. 


No twisting, no push-up... 





P slip down the metal shield 
and it’s ready to use. 
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BE A PEN PAL 


Find a new and exciting friend 


JUST FOR YOU listed below. 


¢ > 
> ¥ MOVIE FAN 


ANNABELLE D’MELLo, 13 
Helal Building 

D Block, 3rd Floor 
Mount Road, Mazagon, 
Bombay 10, India 





COIN COLLECTORS 


Nosuir J. BHARUCHA, 17 

Dhun Building 

Batliwala Villa 

Sleater Road 

Bombay 7, India 
Fiveta Francisco, 17 
1700 Juan Luna 
Tondo, Manila, Philippines 

ETHEL Tomoxtyo, 16 

520 Halemaumau Street 

Honolulu 16, Oahu, Hawaii 
CARMEN HuFALar, 14 
Rural Route #1 
Box 388 
Lahaina, Maui, Hawaii 


* SPORTS LOVERS 


ANNE BERNHARD, 16 

Hertzbergsgt. 7 

Oslo, Norway 
Caro, RicHey, 12 
Rt. 2, Box 200 
Beaumont, Texas 

Leon Ricuey, 10 

Rt. 2, Box 193 

Beaumont, Texas 


STAMP COLLECTORS 


Patricia ANN WELCH, 13 
c/o Mr. M. R. Welch 
D.S.P. Head Quarters 
Quetta, W. Pakistan 

Grace Liz, 16 

5 Madura Street 

Malang, Indonesia 
V. K. Jain, 22 
109 Prem Puri 
Meerut City, India 

Nasir GUMUSEL 

Yesil Mahallesi 

23° Sokak No. 16 

Tarsus, Turkey 
Cuartes Gasser, 21 
28 St. Publius Street 
Sliema, Malta 













JUST FRIENDS: 


DANIELLE BONNIER, 16 
Aeroport de Bordeaux 
Merignac-Gironde, France 
THREE SISTERS: 
Euiza Lao, 20 
TereESA Lao, 19 
Anita Lao, 17 
1176 Third Floor 
Padre Algue Street 
Tondo, Manila, Philippines 
VELLINE Tsao, 19 
20 Lane 11, Chung Shan Road, North 
Section 2, Taipei, Taiwan (Formosa) China 
Davio Liv, 19 
20 Lane 11, 
Chung Shan Road, North 
Section 2, Taipei, 
Taiwan (Formosa) 
KNAR KARAGUEUZIAN, 16 
Souk-el-Khodja No. 47 
Damascus, Syria, U.A.R. 
TERESA SHELTON, 11 
1708 Dianne Street 
Decatur, Alabama 
CAROLYN CruzAn, 19 
417 N. Ninth Street 
Columbia, Missouri 
KATHY Simon, 12 
8019 E. Knox 
Spokane 6, Washington 
Cait SHERMAN, 15 
2136 Mendon Dr. 
San Pedro, California 
Ricky WONG 
57 Sempalit 
Raub, Pahang, Malaya 
FRANKIE TAN 
60 Sempalit 
Raub, Pahang, Malaya 
VerRA CorpAHt, 16 
16 Rue Sadek El Derini 
Rouchdi, Ramleh, 
Alexandria, Egypt 
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CALLING ALL FANS 


The following fan clubs are looking for 
new members. If you're interested, just 
write to the address given below: 

New Address of The Only Official James 
Garner Fan Club: Pat Persico, Pres., 58 
Kenmore Avenue, Newark 6, N.J. 

Randy Paige Fan Club: Linda Roth, Pres., 
707 Rainbow Drive, Louisville, Ohio 

Dick Clark: Charlotte Lato, Pres., 207 
Westport Avenue, Norwalk, Conn. 

Jerry Lewis: Joyce Zeifman, Vice-Pres., 
90-27 149th St., Jamaica 35, N.Y. 

Johnny Mathis: Aube, Pres., 740 
Lisbon St., Lewiston, Maine 

Bobby Rydell: Marie Fabiucci, P.O. Box 
125, Toughkenamon, Pa. 

Dodie Stevens: Joan Seiler, Route 3, Mon- 
tevideo, Minn. 

Everly Brothers: Dolores Adamczyk, Pres., 
4310 Central Avenue, Sea Isle City, N.J. 


(Please turn the page) 


Lois 








LIKE YOUR LIPSTICK LIGHT AND 
CREAMY? GET S'LIPSTICK IN 
. THE “DELICATE” FORMULA 


~.. For lips that crave a gentle kiss of color, 
” Cutex now introduces its beloved 
_creamy Delicate formula in a 
sparkling new S'lipstick case. 
With faceted sides like a pre- 
cious jewel, it’s so elegant 
to carry...so easy to use 
...S0 blissfully priced at 

a tiny 49¢ plus tax. 



































No twisting, no push-up... 
slip down the metal shield 
and it's ready to use. 











rue Just be a blonde and see—a Lady Clairol blonde with shining, 
eee 


silken hair. Doors open for blondes. Traffic stops for blondes. 


Men adore you, do more for you, life is tops for blondes! So 
O I j AS switch to bewitch. With gentle, new Ultra-Blue* Lady Clairol 
it’s so easy. Takes only minutes. Feels deliciously cool going —— 
—_—$—$—$—$—$—$ d d Tice? 


on, leaves hair in wonderful condition—soft, silkier to touch, 


altogether beautiful! So if your hair is dull blonde or mousey 
ayV QO I } \O}] e brown, why hesitate? Hair responds to Lady Clairol like a 
man responds to blondes—and darling, that’s a lovely ad- 


vantage! Try new Ultra-Blue Lady Clairol, you'll love it! Of 


un. .) course, original Whipped Creme and Instant Whip* Lady 
e 


Clairol are also available. 


Your hairdresser will tell you a blonde’s best friend is Lady Clairol® Creme Hair Lightener 


*T M. ©1959 Clairol Incorporated, Stamford, Conn. Also available in Canada. 





¢ continued 


PLEASE TELL US 


My girlfriends and I are completely be- 
witeched by Van Williams and Lee Patter- 
son. Please, please give us some informa- 
tion about them. 
G. HAWKINS 
Beaumont, Texas 


PHotropLay gladly obliges—as our gift to 
you turn to page 42. Van Williams was 
spotted by Liz Taylor’s late husband, Mike 
Todd, at a chance meeting in Hawaii. He 
was so impressed with his looks, he sug- 
gested Van should try for a screen career. 
Van went to Hollywood and studied dili- 
gently with speech and drama _ coaches. 
After appearing in a minor television role 
he was given a contract. Statistics: Born 
on a ranch near Fort Worth, Texas. Swims, 
ropes and rides. Quite athletic! Tall—6’ 2” 
with dark brown hair, blue eyes. He married 
Vicki Richards on December 31, 1959. 

Lee Patterson studied designing at a 
college in Ontario, Canada. He _ traveled 
to England and was a set designer for the 
British Broadcasting Company. He soon 
became interested in acting and eventually 
found himself performing on the London 
stage and in films. Statistics: 6’ 2”, dark 
brown hair, brown eyes. Birthday: March 
31, 1929.—Eb. 


LAURELS FOR STAN 


My parents and I are grateful that Stan 
Laurel was not overlooked at the recent 
Academy Award presentations. Can you 
tell us what he is doing now, and if his 
old films are being shown? 
Laurie ANDERSON 
Cambridge, Mass. 


You can check your local TV stations, for 
many of the famous Laurel & Hardy films 
can be seen daily. We asked our good friend 
Chuck McCann, who has a Laurel & Hardy 
TV show on Station WPIX, New York, and 
who was responsible for starting the drive 
to secure this special award for Mr. Laurel, 
to tell us some news of this beloved clown. 
Stan Laurel is living quietly and happily 
with his wife, Eda, in Santa Monica, Cali- 
fornia, overlooking the Pacific.—Eb. 





Write to Readers Inc., Puotoruay, 205 E. 42nd 
St., New York 17, N. Y. We regret that we 
cannot answer or return unpublished letters. 








Kate says: 
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HOLLYWOOD *& 


LIVING IS SS 


And the younger Hollywood sets’ pet 
entertainment, the get together, 
is casual, lively, spontaneous! They all 
utilize the new easy care table ware 
to make clean up later, easy later. 
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You'll enjoy these—the stars do. 
The color fast 100% cotton 
mats are machine washable with 
matching linen napkins. $5.98 
for a set of 8. By Quaker Lace. 
Oven to table china (guaran- 
teed) is “Break O’Day” by 
Taylor, Smith, & Taylor at 
$21.00 for a 45-piece set. No 
polish stainless steel is “Prin- 
cess Cindy” by Ekco. $9.95 for 
a 16-piece setting for four. 


All at better stores everywhere. 











FROM A STOOL AT SCHWAB’S: There’s a 
call for me (someone yells). I get off my stool and go to the 
phone extension. It’s in the cosmetic department. Surrounded by 
perfume, soap and feminine things, I take it. Romantic call? No, 
Gardner McKay calling. What does he want? He wants to know 
if Pat Boone is in Schwab’s yet. I look around, behind the mag- 
azines and over to the shoe polish counter (he might be buying 
white for his bucks). “No, I haven’t seen him,” I tell Gardner. 

“Well if he gets there, hold him,” says Gardner. “Tell him I’m 
on my way. Almost there.” 

Gardner hangs up. 1 go back to my menu. This is the kind of 
work I do all day! I sit around watching for stars. | wonder 
somehow, how will I be able to hold Pat Boone—he’s as swift 
as lightning—usually bangs in and out the door before I can 
yell out at him. 

Fortunately, Gardner arrives before Pat. So does Rafer John- 
son. So does Dolores Michaels. I learn from Gardner that he, 
Rafer and Pat Boone are three-fifths of the 20th Century-Fox 
basketball team. I look up at Gardner and think how can they 
lose . . . he’s 65”. I don’t ask him how tall he is. It makes me 
feel shorter. 


“WHAT ARE YOU UP TO HERE?” [ ask. “We 
meet here,” he tells me, “so we can all go in one car to the gym.” 

I wonder what Dolores Michaels plays? But I don’t ask that 
either. She must be the forward and the guys her guard! But 
Gardner is a mind reader. “What’s Dolores Michaels doing?” 
he asks me. “It’s too puzzling for me,” I admit. 

I’m told she’s one of the rooters from the studio. She loves 
basketball—not Gardner. 

Pat Boone arrives wearing white sneakers with his casual 
outfit, and everybody takes off but me. I have to work. As they 
shove out the door, I begin to understand why Pat plays basket- 





HOLLYWOOD 


FOR YOU 





Ruta Lee stops by for a chat—and to buy 
some necessities—new lipstick, perfume! 


ball. Why? It gives him an excuse for wearing his whites! 
Another thought occurs to me: Did you notice, nobody ever 
calls him anything but Pat Boone—not Pat, not Boone or Mr. 
Boone or anything else. It’s always Pat Boone—vwell, it’s a good 
name for the cheerleaders to shout. 

After they left, in walked Bobby Darin and Sandra Dee. 
She looks good in pink I decided. And I also decided that mar- 
riage has changed her—but not Bobby. Sandy’s no longer the 
teenager, no longer Tammy. She’s more attractive now. She 
looks and talks like a mature woman—that is, when she talks. 
She never was a big talker. 

During late afternoon (I was running out of things to order 
by now) a group of fellows—we quietly term them “the un- 
castables”—gather near the magazine rack in the Schwabadero. 
A shady looking bunch—I often think that if Eliot Ness (Robert 
Stack) walked in to buy a postage stamp, these fellows would 
break the track record making for the nearest exit. 


Schwab’s is a great place to stop 
for coffee or a snack after a party 
or premiére—T ony and Janet do. 
The only trouble with this habit, 
Sidney says, is “Everything on 
the menu looks so good, but 
everything’s so full of calories!” 








But I do guarantee you this: At any hour you can rub elbows 
(if this is your delight) with at least one actor from “The Un- 
touchables.” And when you least expect it, you can see a former 
“Maverick” (James Garner), a former bounty hunter (Steve 
McQueen) and a current “Checkmate,” Doug McClure. 


WOULD YOU BE SURPRISED! [ was. Doug 
was shopping for his girl, Barbara Luna. “She told me to pick 
up a lipstick for her, but I can’t remember if this is the right 
shade.” he blurted out the minute he realized that ’'d seen him. 
Then he blushed like crazy, but who’s he trying to kid? I 
wouldn’t be surprised if the next time he bought a lipstick for 
her, she was his wife. 

I'm perfectly willing to accept Diane Varsi’s simple explan- 
ation that she doesn’t like Hollywood and doesn’t want to be a 
movie star. It’s as simple as that, until she decides otherwise. 

“Hi,” a voice said from behind me when I stepped outside for 
a glimpse at the sunshine. I turned around—it was Ruta Lee. 
Ruta’s pretty face appears on TV as much as anyone’s, even 
though she’s not in a series. Next time you’re watching a pro- 
gram and the heroine looks familiar, notice the credits as they 
crawl by. You'll spot the name—Ruta Lee. 

She’s refused several offers to play the lead in a series. 
want to feel free. I don’t want to be married to any job.” 

I don’t believe Sal Mineo or Tony Curtis when they tell me 
that if they hadn’t become actors, they would have been wild 
juvenile delinquents. And next time they stop in, I'll tell them so! 

Practically every celebrity in Beverly Hills lives in a house 
which belonged to a former celebrity. Sandra Dee and Bobby 
Darin really out-did themselves—they have President Kennedy’s 
ex-house! The other night the TV show, “Silents, Please,” 
showed Ernie Kovacs sitting in the den of his house introducing 
the feature—Lon Chaney in “The Phantom of the Opera.” And 
the Kovacs’ house formerly belonged to the great Chaney. That’s 
what I call doing a job thoroughly! 

Just as I was gathering my notes together at the end of the 
day, Rock Hudson came in, and a cosmetic girl left what she 
was doing to rush over and ask him for his autograph. Hudson 
pleasantly obliged. Then he asked her for a blank check. wrote 
it out and asked if she would cash it for him. The cosmetic girl 
looked Rock Hudson straight in the eyes and asked, “Have you 
any identification with you, sir?” With that, I left! That’s Holly- 


wood For You. —SIDNEY SKOLSKY 


Shirley Jones was still in a slight—but wonderful—state 
of shock when Sidney congratulated her on winning “Oscar.” 


Robert Stack stops by with his wife and Loretta Young. 


Rock signs an autograph, but has trouble cashing a check! 


bad e 





16 


OF CURRENT PICTURES 


ALL HANDS ON DECK—20th. Directed by 
Norman Taurog: Lt. Donald, Pat Boone; Gar- 
field, Buddy Hackett; Lt. Com. O’Gara, Dennis 
O'Keefe; Sally Hobson, Barbara Eden; Ensign 
Rush, Warren Berlinger; Cmdr. Bintle, Gale 
Gordon; Lt. Schuyler, Jody McCrea. 





BIG SHOW, THE—20th. Directed by James B. 
Clark: Hillary Allen, Esther Williams; Josef Ev- 
erard, Cliff Robertson; Bruno Everard, Nehemiah 
Persoft; Klaus Everard, Robert Vaughn; Car- 
lotta Martinez, Margia Dean; Eric Solden, David 
Nelson; Garda Everard, Carol Christensen; Fred- 
rik Everard, Fanco Andrei; Hans Everard, Kurt 
Pecher. 


BRIDGE, THE—A.A. Directed by Bernhard 
Wicki; Klaus Hager, Volker Lechtenbrink; 
Franziska, Cordula Trantow; Albert Mutz, Fritz 
Wepper; Walter Forst, Michael Hinz; Jurgen 
pes Frank Glaubrecht; Karl Horber, Karl 
Michael Balzer; Sigi Bernhard, Gunther Hoff- 
man; Hans Scholten, Volker Bohnet; Stern, 
Wolfgang Stumpf; Cpl. Heilmann, Gunter Pfitz- 
mann. 


CURSE OF THE WEREWOLF, THE—U-I 
Directed by Terence Fisher: Don Alfredo, Clif 
ford Evans; Leon, Oliver Reed; Servant, Yvonne 
Romain; Christina, Catherine Feller; Marques, 
Anthony Dawson; Teresa, Hira Talfrey; Beggar, 
Richard Wordsworth. 


DOLCE VITA, LA—Astor. Directed by Feder- 
ico Fellini: Marcello Rubino, Marcello Mastro- 


ianni; Maddalena, Anouk Aimee; Prostitute, 
Adriana Moneta: Emma, Yvonne Furneaux; 
Sylvia, Anita Ekberg; Robert, Lex Barker; 


Steiner, Alain Cuny; Marcello’s father, Annibale 
Ninchi; Fanny, Magali Noel; Nadia, Nadia Gray; 
Vatinee Idol, Jacques Sernas; Riccardo, Riccardo 
Garrone 


FABULOUS WORLD OF JULES VERNE 
THE—Embassy. Directed by Carl Zeman: Prof 
Roche, Ernest Rever; Simon Hart, Louis Locke; 
Artigas, Marvin Hall; Jana, Jane Zale. 


FIVE GOLDEN HOURS—Columbia. Directed 
by Mario Zampi: Aldo, Ernie Kovacs; Baronessa 
Sandra, Cyd Charisse; Mr. Bing, George San- 
ders; Martha, Kay Hammond; Raphael, Dennis 
Price; Rosella, Clelia Matania; Beatrice, Avice 
Landone; Father Superior, Finlay Currie. 


GIDGET GOES HAWAIIAN—Columbia. Di- 
rected by Paul Wendkos; Jeff Mather, James 
Darren; Eddie Horner, Michael Callan; Gidget, 
Deborah Walley; Russ Lawrence, Carl Reiner; 
Mitzi Stewart, Peggy Cass; Monty Stewart, 
Eddie Foy Jr.; Dorothy Lawrence, Jeff Donnell; 
Abby Stewart, Vicki Trickett; Judge Hamilton, 
Joby Baker. 


LAST SUNSET, THE U-l. Directed by Rob- 
ert Aldrich: Dana Stribling, Rock Hudson; 
Brendan O'Malley, Kirk Douglas; Belle Breck- 
enridge, Dorothy Malone; John Breckenridge, 
Joseph Cotten; Missy Breckenridge, Carol Lyn- 
ley; Frank Hobbs, Neville Brand; Milton Wing, 
Regis Toomey; Julesburg Kid, Rad Fulton; 
Calverton, Adam Williams; Ed Hobbs, Jack 
Elam; Bowman, John Shay. 


MASTER OF THE WORLD—A-1. Directed by 
William Witney: Robur, Vincent Price; Strock, 
Charles Bronson; Prudent, Henry Hull; Dorothy, 
Mary Webster; Philip, David Frankham. 


PLEASURE OF HIS COMPANY, THE 
Paramount. Directed by George Seaton: Pogo 
Poole, Fred Astaire; Jessica, Debbie Reynolds; 
Katharine, Lilli Palmer; Roger, Tab Hunter; 
James, Gary Merrill; Mackenzie Savage, Charles 
Ruggles; Toy, Harold Fong. 


RETURN TO PEYTON PLACE—20th. Di- 
rected by Jose Ferrer: Allison MacKenzie, Carol 
Lynley; Lewis Jackman, Jeff Chandler; Connie, 
Eleanor Parker; Roberta Carter, Mary Astor; 
Mike Rossi, Robert Sterling; Raffaella, Luciana 
Paluzzi; Ted, Brett Halsey; Lars, Gunnar Held- 
strom; Selena Cross, Tuesday Weld. 


TWO WOMEN—Enmbassy. Directed by Vittorio 
De Sica: Cesira, Sophia Loren; Michele, Jean 
Paul Belmondo; Rosetta, Eleanora Brown; Gio- 
vanni, Raf Vallone. 


WARRIOR EMPRESS, THE—Columbia. Di- 
rected by Pietro Francisci: Phaon, Kerwin 
Mathews; Sappho, Tina Louise; Hyperbius, Ric- 
cardo Garrone; Actis, Susy Golgi; Laricus, Al- 
berto Farenese. 


WHITE NIGHTS—UMPO. Directed by Lu- 
chino Visconti: Natalia, Maria Schell; Mario, 
Marcello Mastroianni; The Lodger, Jean Marais; 
The Prostitute, Clara Calamai. 























For fuller reviews see Puoroptay for the 
months indicated. For full reviews this month, 
see page 4, (A—ADULT F—FAMILY). 


ABSENT-MINDED PROFESSOR, THE— 
Buena Vista: Happy, whimsical Disney com- 
edy with Fred MacMurray as an impractical 
prof, who keeps forgetting to marry Nancy 
Olson while he’s inventing “flubber.” (F) June 


ALL IN A NIGHT’S WORK—Paramount; 
Technicolor: All-in-fun frolic that puts a virtu- 
ous office girl (Shirley MacLaine) and her 
playboy boss (Dean Martin) through double- 
meaning paces. (A) May 


ANGEL BABY—A.A.: True love and prudery, 
true faith and rigged miracles among Southern 
revivalists like young George Hamilton and 
Salome Jens. It’s interesting, though no “El- 
mer Gantry.” (A) March 


CRY FOR HAPPY—Columbia; CinemaScope, 
Eastman Color: A slightly naughty, fairly fun- 
ny service yarn puts Glenn Ford and Donald 
O’Connor into Navy uniform to goof off and 
chase geishas in Japan. (A) April 


EXODUS—U.A.; Super-Panavision 70, Techni- 
color: Stirring saga of patriotism, with Paul 
Newman as the Israeli hero, Eva Marie Saint as 
the American heroine, Sal Mineo and Jill Ha- 
worth as unforgettable teenagers who escape 
the Nazis. (A) February 


GONE WITH THE WIND—M-G-M; Techni- 
color: Now a new generation can see this all- 
time champ, revived for the Civil War Cen- 
tennial. Vivien Leigh and the late Clark Gable, 
in his most famous role, are still matchless as 
brave Southerners. (F) April 


HOODLUM PRIEST, THE—U.A.: Fact-based 
and earnestly well-meant, this remains a cops- 
and-robbers thriller. As a slum-born priest, Don 
Murray tries to save young ex-con Keir Dullea 
from more crime. (A) May 


KING AND I, THE—20th; Grandeur 70, De 
Luxe Color: A new wide-screen process gives 
us an even better look at Yul Brynner’s Oscar- 
winner-—and Deborah Kerr. Exquisite musical 
(though Thailanders say it twists their his- 
tory). (F) September 756 


MISTY—20th; CinemaScope, De Luxe Color: 
Pleasing, shot-on-the-spot version of a book 
high in kids’ favor, with David Ladd and Pam 
Smith as Virginia orphans training a wild pony 
from Chincoteague Island. (F) June 


ONE HUNDRED AND ONE DALMATIANS— 
Buena Vista; Technicolor: Charming Disney 
cartoon dances through London and country- 
side scenes while two Dalmatians save their 
puppies from evil dog-nappers. (F) March 


ONE-EYED JACKS—Paramount, Vista-Vision, 
Technicolor: Savage yet beautiful seashore 
western. New director Brando takes too long 
telling us about bandit Brando’s revenge on ex- 
pal Karl Malden. (A) June 


PEPE—Columbia; CinemaScope, Technicolor: 
Wonderful Cantinflas offers fun in jumbo help- 
ings, with Dan Dailey, Shirley Jones, loads of 
“guest” stars sharing the wistful Mexican’s 
Hollywood adventure. (F) March 





POSSE FROM HELL—U-I, Eastman Color: 
Unpretentious, entertaining horse opera. On a 
hunt for outlaws, lawman Audie Murphy be- 
lieves deputies like tenderfoot John Saxon are 
just a nuisance. (F) June 


QUESTION 7—de Rochemont: Quietly real- 
istic story of a preacher (Michael Gwynn) and 
his teen-aged son (Christian de Bresson) facing 
East German tyranny. (F) May 


RAISIN IN THE SUN, A—Columbia: Fine 
though stagey closeup of a hardworking Negro 
family in Chicago. As wife of rebellious Sidney 
Poitier, Ruby Dee supplies a lot of the film’s 
great vitality. (A) May 


ROMANOFF AND JULIET—U-I, Technicol- 
or: Oscar-winner Peter Ustinov tosses off a gay 
satire, as a president defending his tiny country 
(and Sandra Dee’s romance with John Gavin) 
against the Cold War. (F) June 


SANCTUARY—20th; CinemaScope: Lee Rem- 
ick tries to make sense of a Southern flirt who’s 
as mixed up as the movie. Yves Montand dec- 
orates the shocker scenes; Odetta improves the 
inspirational stuff. (A) May 


SATURDAY NIGHT AND SUNDAY MORN. 
ING—Continental: Excitingly honest look at 
fenced-in life and restless loves in a drab Eng- 
lish city. Albert Finney’s tough and right as a 
young workman. (A) June 


SECRET PARTNER, THE—M-G-M: Neatly 
plotted British mystery, slickly acted by Stew- 
art Granger as head suspect in the robbery of 
an office safe. The solution is a smashing sur- 
prise. (F) June 


SECRET WAYS, THE—U-I: Routine spy 
thriller provides no surprises but plently of 
confusion while cynical adventurer Richard 
Widmark sneaks into Hungary to look for an 
anti-Red leader. (A) June 


SHADOWS—Lion International: Survey of 
problems confronting young Negroes in New 
York is visually fascinating, dramatically un- 
even. Players (led by Lelia Goldoni) made up 
the lines as they went along! (A) May 


SINS OF RACHEL CADE, THE—Warners: 
Technicolor: Angie Dickinson is warmly sym- 
pathetic as a medical missionary in a drama of 
Africa. Timely, thoughtful, in spite of soap- 
opera, jungle-epic echoes. (A) May 


SPARTACUS—U-I; Technicolor, Super Tech- 
nirama 70: Powerful, intelligently made saga 
of ancient Rome. Jean Simmons, Tony Curtis 
join leader Kirk Douglas in a slave rebellion 
against the corrupt empire symbolized by 
Laurence Olivier. (A) January 


TWO LOVES—M-G-M; CinemaScope, Metro- 
color: Shirley MacLaine’s fine as a New Zea- 
land teacher whose spinster life is invaded by 
Laurence Harvey and Jack Hawkins. Well- 
rounded, grownup in outlook. (A) June 


YOUNG SAVAGES, THE—U.A.: True back- 
grounds dominate an over-colored story of a 
New York street-gang killing. Burt Lancaster is 
the prosecutor who seeks justice and finds un- 
derstanding. His co-star is Shelley Winters. 
(A) June 








becoming 
attractions 


A. New eye appeal: Pressed Powder Eye 
Shadow in its own little mirrored vanity, 
complete with foam applicator. In five 
gossamer soft shades, by Aziza, $1.75.* 


B. DuBarry introduces a trio of “Par- 
fait Pastel” lipsticks, a tasty treat for 
summer lips: nectared Creme of Apri- 
cots, Roses or Lilacs, each shade, $1.00* 


C. From Pond’s, a new delicacy: “Lumi- 
nous Angel,” a transparent film of Angel 
Touch Face Powder to spin a silken 
web over a complexion. 25¢* to $1.00* 


D. Summer cooler: the bright and zest- 
ful fragrance of “Christmas in July.” 
in a new Spray Cologne to frostily re- 
fresh at a touch. By Monico, $1.50* 


E. For sun-timers, two protective sun 
preparations: Coppertone Suntan Lotion 
for the easy-to-tan, Coppertone Shade for 
the fair and delicate. $1.25* and $1.50* 


*plus tax 





You | feel lovelier with your 


QDO-RO-NO 
double circle of protection 


24 hours of double protection against odor and perspiration 


To feel lovelier all day, you need Odo-Ro-No’s double circle of protection— 


double protection that so many single action deodorants just can’t give you. 


Odo-Ro-No protects you against odor, your clothes against perspiration. It’s 
soothing to your skin, too, and safe for all fabrics. Also available in spray, stick 


and the first roll-on designed especially for women—new Adjusta-Roll! 


OQDO-RO-NO 


Leading deodorant in world fashion capitals 




















Mrs. Don Everly sued for divorce, 


claims Don loves another woman. 


Bobby Darin drove wife Sandra 
to the Academy Awards in his 
$97,000 car—but emerged red- 
faced. The car caught fire! 


FROM HOLLYWOOD BY CAL YORK e tec’: 


the real low-down on the Elvis Presley-Nancy Sharp split. She wanted him to 
fire his entourage, the dozen or so sidekicks who act, work and live with Mr. Presley. 
Indirectly, he told Nancy she was through. And isn’t Nancy Sharp thirty-years-old 
instead of twenty-five, the age she claims to friends? @ It must have seemed like 
“meanwhile back at the ranch” to Liz Taylor when she accompanied Eddie Fisher 
to Las Vegas for his stand at the Desert Inn. We hear the two leased the same ranch 
in which Miss Taylor held forth while Eddie was getting his divorce from Debbie 
Reynolds. @ Trouble again in the Roger Moore marriage. She’s in London and 
he’s in Rome. It appears the problem stems over Roger’s interest toward a married 
actress. @ Is the reason Debbie Reynolds is avoiding the commissary at Twentieth 
because she’s afraid that Eddie Fisher may pop in now that his offices have been 
established on the lot? @ Another Connie Stevens-Gary Clarke situation. Paula 
Prentiss and Dick Benjamin want to wed, but he won’t (like Gary) until he’s 
financially set. @ Troy Donahue and Lili Kardell kept the neighbors awake 
with their latest row. Troy and Lili (both hot-tempered) kissed and made up the 
next day. @ Connie Stevens is finally going Hollywood. She’s selling her modest 
North Hollywood home and moving to an exclusive celebrity area in the hills. @ One 
reason George Hamilton was anxious to go to Europe, friends say, was to cool 
his romance with Susan Kohner. She hears bells. He doesn’t. @ Frank Sinatra 
and Desi Arnaz are friends again. @ Isn't Joan Staley coming between Glenn 
Ford and Hope Lange? @ The marital battles of Mara Corday and Dick Long 
are getting to be a habit. @ Dodie Stevens went on a hunger strike. Her father 
made her have her hair returned from blonde to its natural brunette state. She put 
up such a fuss (wouldn’t eat, wouldn’t go to school) that she’s now a blonde 
again. @ Isn’t the honeymoon over for Sammy Davis Jr., and May Britt? She 
left for Sweden in April. Some say to stay. @ Yves Montand overwhelmed 
Marilyn Monroe, charmed Lee Remick, but ran up against a hornets’ nest in 
Shirley MacLaine. She made it clear from the start of “My Geisha” that things 
were going to be different. And they were. @ Tuesday Weld and her mother have 
had it. Tuesday is moving into her own place when she turns 18 in August. @ What 
well-known movie and television star is toying with a real scandal by his attentions 
towards a certain young actress? The situation would make big headlines. The 
actor not only is married, but the actress is only 16-years-old. @ Tony Young has 
a good reason for not wanting to talk about his ex-wife and daughter. He ad- 


mits he acted like a real heel. @ Dorothy Provine was asked to sing at the 


Academy Awards. She agreed, then stood the Academy up at the very last minute. 























The talk was that Marilyn had proposed to 
Joe, but he was afraid to try again. MM 
says no to this rumor. “We're just good 
friends,” she says, but keeps seeing him. 


Ex-Queen Soraya and Hugh O'Brian have been 
making headlines for months, but they deny 
marriage rumors. The latest is they went 
to Virginia to be secretly wed. But who 
knows? Soraya herself once tearfully con- 
fessed that she would always love the Shah. 
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Mrs. Don Everly sued for divorce, 
claims Don loves another woman. 


Bobby Darin drove wife Sandra 
to the Academy Awards in his 


p $97,000 car—but emerged red- 
faced. The car caught fire! 


FROM HOLLYWOOD BY CAL YORK @ Here’s 
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Prentiss and Dick Benjamin want to wed, but he won’t (like Gary) until he’s 
financially set. @ Troy Donahue and Lili Kardell kept the neighbors awake 
with their latest row. Troy and Lili (both hot-tempered) kissed and made up the 
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North Hollywood home and moving to an exclusive celebrity area in the hills. @ One 
reason George Hamilton was anxious to go to Europe, friends say, was to cool 
his romance with Susan Kohner. She hears bells. He doesn’t. @ Frank Sinatra 
and Desi Arnaz are friends again. @ Isn’t Joan Staley coming between Glenn 
Ford and Hope Lange? @ The marital battles of Mara Corday and Dick Long 
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made her have her hair returned from blonde to its natural brunette state. She put 
up such a fuss (wouldn’t eat, wouldn’t go to school) that she’s now a blonde 
again. @ Isn’t the honeymoon over for Sammy Davis Jr., and May Britt? She 
left for Sweden in April. Some say to stay. @ Yves Montand overwhelmed 
Marilyn Monroe, charmed Lee Remick, but ran up against a hornets’ nest in 
Shirley MacLaine. She made it clear from the start of “My Geisha” that things 
were going to be different. And they were. @ Tuesday Weld and her mother have 
had it. Tuesday is moving into her own place when she turns 18 in August. @ What 
well-known movie and television star is toying with a real scandal by his attentions 
towards a certain young actress? The situation would make big headlines. The 
actor not only is married, but the actress is only 16-years-old. @ Tony Young has 
a good reason for not wanting to talk about his ex-wife and daughter. He ad- 


mits he acted like a real heel. @ Dorothy Provine was asked to sing at the 


Academy Awards. She agreed, then stood the Academy up at the very last minute. 
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The talk was that Marilyn had proposed to 
Joe, but he was afraid to try again. MM 
says no to this rumor. “We're just good 
friends,” she says, but keeps seeing him. 


Ex-Queen Soraya and Hugh O'Brian have been 
making headlines for months, but they deny 
marriage rumors. The latest is they went 
to Virginia to be secretly wed. But who 
knows? Soraya herself once tearfully con- 
fessed that she would always love the Shah. 
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The first notes of “Here ‘ a 
David Nelson and June Blair: (Comes the Bride” bree 
: . . ° ” . through the Church 
of the Hills at Forest Lawn. ; 
At the rear, a tiny plumed bird t Y 
in a gilded cage chirps happily, competing against the a 4 
grander music. At the far end of the aisle, David Nelson waits 
for his bride. Rick, his brother and % 
best man, waits with him. And she appears— 7 7 
ATT PANY I people ever | * vision ern we both sides of “ ute aisle, ry > 
traditionally the bride’s side and the groom’s side, heads d . 
turn and there is a soft gasp. “She’s beautiful!” 
they whisper, and she is—this June Blair, with skin as 7 { 
porcelain-toned as her bridal gown, and blue-gray eyes radiant ’ 
with unshed tears of joy. For this is her 4 > 
wedding day. And nobody in the 
church knows it, but today— | 
NFM OI ECON CTTW AICO MrT) (iti ee May 20th—she is really Cinderella, 
but truly! All her lonely " ’ ) 
years were lived for this day 4 
. .. when she will marry the prince 
of her dreams. On the arm of her dear friend and drama y 
coach, Blair Cutting, she comes slowly down the aisle to David’s side, 
and for one long moment their eyes meet. Then arm  - 
in arm they walk up three steps to the altar, where seven tapers P 
flicker on either side. Behind the pastor the day’s last sunrays glow ‘ 
through the holy cross in the stained glass windows. In . 
so much beauty they bow their heads and hear the pastor recite the » 
lovely ritual that will make them one in the eyes 2 
of God. . . . And the bride thinks, 
with a catch at her heart, “If my 
mother were alive she'd 
- is have seen in the papers that tee 
wasn't made in heaven. but this is my wedding day— |, 
and she would be here. I know she a. 
would come.” . . . Just 
behind her, in the front row, sit “i 
David’s parents, Harriet and Ozzie Nelson—loving 
and happy and proud. And up here at the a. 


altar, Rick is beside him. His 


tite HONKY MOON wits ’ family, close and warm. But it’s all right 


— it’s wonderful—it’s per- 





fect—because (Continued on page 91) 
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The Alan Ladds entertain Mr. and Mrs. Gerald Bartell. 
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SARA HAMILTON COVERS HOLLYWOOD: 


% Liz and Eddie—a triumph 


% Sandra Dee—in the background? 





% Yves Montand—watch out! 


Sara played cupid for Dolores! Joyce Bartell is welcomed to Hollywood. 
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Good Times 


Sue and Alan Ladd gave the party of the 
month for Mr. and Mrs. Gerald Bartell of 
Madison, Wisconsin, and what a fun party it 
turned out to be. Mr. Bartell recently purchased 
the Macfadden chain of magazines, including 
PHOTOPLAY, so, of course, Sue and Alan's 
friends were on hand to greet the visitors. | 
hardly recognized Carolyn Jones who goes 
from blonde to brunette at the drop of a hat. 
Carolyn, who was a brownette for the evening, 
looked fetching in a snug white dress. Across the 
dinner table | informed Rory Calhoun that he 
grows handsomer with the years. Like Cary 
Grant and good wine, Rory improves with age. 
Rory's charming wife Lita, wearing a new "Gone 
With the Wind" hairdo, was cute as a bug's ear. 
My dinner partner Glenn Ford came without 
Hope Lange, who had been working all day. 
Glenn tells me some of the scenes between him 
and Hope in "A Pocketful of Miracles” are 
hysterically funny. | really believe it's a fun 
romance with Glenn and Hope and that's where 
it ends. Believe it or not the Donald O'Connors 
and the Ladds, who live in Hollywood, met on 
the boat returning from Europe! Of course Don- 
ald and his wife were at the party. In fact, 
Donald's fancy stepping with young and attrac- 
tive Joyce Bartell was the highlight of the eve- 
ning. | noticed Mr. Bartell was off in a corner 
learning about Hollywood from Bill Bendix, 
Dennis O'Keefe and director Delmer Daves— 
who should know. What really impressed the 
honored guests was the wonderful Ladd family 
itself—Sue, Alan and their handsome children, 
Carol Lee, Laddie Jr., Alana and David. But 
then everyone loves the Ladds. 


(Please turn the page) 


Evy Norlund talks new-parent talk 
to the Mickey Callans, but hus- 
band Jimmy Darren looks bored! 
“There’s nothin’ to it,” he says. 


Nancy Sinatra says being Tommy’s 
wife comes first. She’s turned 
down TV in favor of staying home. 
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Sandy looks the part of the proud and happy wife as Bobby grabs the spotlight—and that’s just the way Bobby wants it. 
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Hollywood fashions: Annette, 
with Sean Flynn, wears a ba- 
teau neckline. So does Liz. 
Shirley Jones is breathtaking 
in her long gown of gold net 
sprinkled all over with gold 
paillettes. Connie Stevens, 
with Gary Clarke, carries a 


stole. And Mrs. Jimmy Stew- 


art, as always, is elegant. 


Memories from 
Oscar Night 


As Janet Leigh and Tony Curtis walked 
onto the stage Oscar night, Bob Hope called 
them “Hollywood's Happiest Couple." Yet on 
both sides were whispers, "That's not the way | 
heard it."’ Wonder what they meant???? As the 
beautiful Gina Lollobrigida made her solo 
presentation, | couldn't help but wonder again 
at the rumors that Gina's husband, Miklos Skofic, 
prefers to remain in Rome. Gina denies it, of 
course... . Jack Cassidy, who regards his wife 
Shirley Jones as a little girl rather than an 
actress, should be deeply impressed with Shirley's 
Oscar. Wouldn't you think???? The proudest, 
happiest wife in the entire auditorium was Jean 
Simmons whose husband Richard Brooks ac- 
cepted his Oscar for the screenplay of "Elmer 
Gantry." Jean and Richard will have another 
prize in their household very soon. Jean hopes 
for a boy. . . . Bets were taken all over town that 
Sandra Dee would not appear with Bobby 
Darin as a presenting couple. Bobby keeps 
Sandra so completely in the background these 
days, no one dreamed he'd relent in this instance. 
It's a mystery, this Sandra-Bobby deal. No one 
can figure it out. ... When Madlyn Rhue co- 
ressed the cheek of her escort Vic Damone at 
the Oscar Ball, it suddenly occurred to me how 
much Madlyn resembles Pier Angeli's sister 
Marisa Pavan who loved Vic so dearly before 
he married Pier... . Gardner McKay, without 
a date, came over to my table for a chat, and 
somehow | feel Gardner is quite fed up with 
this “all alone” bit. So watch for news on this 
situation. .. . | must say Sal Mineo looked glum 
over losing the Oscar to Peter Ustinov. Sal 
told me his friends in New York had bet several 
thousand dollars that he'd win for "Exodus," and 
even a chic and smiling Tuesday Weld on his 
arm failed to lift his spirits. . . . The night was 
an outstanding example of the Biblical demand 
"Rise and Shine" among Hollywood's brightest 
stars. Those who rose to shine before the TV 
cameras were the beauties who glittered and 
shone in bangles and beads, in sequins and 
paillettes. Shirley Jones’ theatrical costume of 
billowing gold net sprinkled with hundreds of 
gold paillettes and topped by a short jacket of 
solid gold paillettes was the hit of the show. De- 
signer Don Loper took bows in all directions, 
while across the sea, Dior, whose charming under- 
stated gown, worn by Liz Taylor, received not 


so much as a pleasant nod. Liz's long white faille- 


skirt, with its pale pastel top and climaxed by a 
dramatic red rose at the waistline, was the height 
of elegance. And yet on camera it became just 
another frock. Again the glitter of Polly Berg- 
en's beaded sheath and Janet Leigh's lavender 
satin, alive with bugle beads, outshone the sim- 
ple yet so chic Givenchy gown of Audrey Hep- 
burn. The short pink bouffant net gown worn by 
Sandra Dee emphasized her extreme plumpness 
to TV viewers yet looked chic to the audience. 
The purple chiffon Grecian drape of Kitty Carl- 
isle’s frock, the Lollobrigida pale green lace 
emphasized with a bright red rose at the waist 
were gowns of elegance and charm. But alas only 


the dramatically highlighted frocks were the. 


ones that shone through the TV cameras. One 
thing practically every star had in common—long 
skirted frocks—the two exceptions, teenagers 
Sandra Dee and Annette. As for the men— 
Hollywood drooled over the suavity, the perfec- 


tion of Danny Kaye's dress clothes. If a vote. 


were taken right now as to the best-dressed 
man in Hollywood, Danny Kaye would win 
hands down. 
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My Personal 
Opinions 


lf Jack Lemmon's former wife Cynthia hadn't 
up and suddenly married Cliff Robertson—a 
marriage that ended in divorce—she'd be re- 
married to Jack right now. In fact, | feel Jack is 
so lost without Cynthia and his son Chris, they 
may still get together. Jack needs her. She needs 
him. Chris needs them both. So let's see what 
happens. . . . From what | hear Clu Gulager is 
studying to be a character. A sort of poor man's 
Steve McQueen. His clowning on the set and 
rugged individualism are wearing on the nerves. 
So calm down, "Clu Pooh." We like you as you 
is, boy... . Anthony George, the quiet one, 
the calm one, the less forceful one of the "Check- 
mate” series, eventually makes the deepest im- 
pression. You should read some of the fan mail 
| receive about George. Dear me. .. . It's my 
personal opinion Yves Montand will think twice 
before making up to American girls. While Yves 
trembled in Japan for fear Marilyn Monroe 
would follow him to his "My Geisha" location, 
his wife Simone Signoret gave him the cold, 
silent treatment in Paris. Now Yves can't wait to 
get home to Simone. If he has a home, that is. 
... Listening to Yul Brynner | somehow feel all 
his fire and force and sex appeal has disap- 
peared, leaving him just another pleasant man— 
with no hair. Maybe all Yul needs is a smash 
picture to bring him back into focus. | hope he 
finds one. | miss that other Yul. 


Mickey and Carlyn Callan, the first pic- 


ture of new daughter Dawn Rachelle. 


Ginger—time out from help- 
ing stepson Mike be an actor. 


Where’s the “other Yul’? 


Maximilian Schell, here with Judy 
Garland, is a “special European.” 


Irene Dunne and Maureen O’Sullivan— 
they’re still charmers in anyone’s book. 


Liz and Eddie 


Everything's coming up roses for Liz and 
Eddie after their long dark journey into public 
disapproval. | think Liz's almost fatal illness soft- 
ened the public's heart, and her own new attitude 
toward people has done the rest. The defiance 
she once seemed to have has been replaced 
with gratitude. Just to be alive, to enjoy the sun, 
the air—and her loyal friends—seems wonderful 
to Liz. | feel her devotion to her children, her 
graciousness at the Academy Awards, her re- 
union with her parents and her constant faith 
in Eddie has won her new respect. With Eddie's 
successful singing engagement in Las Vegas, his 
TV spectaculars in the offing and the opening of 
his new offices as Liz's personal manager, it 
looks as if the Fishers have at last emerged into 
the sunlight. 


Our June Bride 


How about the engagement of June Blair and 
David Nelson without a whisper of their ro- 
mance reaching the papers? From what | gather 
the Nelson family thinks it's wonderful. | re- 
member when both Gary and Lindsay Crosby 
were wooing June, a starlet then at 20th Century- 
Fox. Lindsay was real smitten then. David became 
even more so when June played his date in their 
TV series. | asked Ricky how he liked the 
brother-in-law idea. He liked it fine, he said. In 
fact Ricky turned over the property he and David 
bought together so that Dave could build a 
honeymoon house for his bride. Bet it has a guest 
room for Ricky. These brothers are closer than 
cheese and apple pie, you know. 


Please turn the page 
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Around Town 


Sir Alec Guinness was the social lion of the 
recent Jules Stein party; a mild and attractive 
lion, of course, whose only roar is sheer talent. 
Roz Russell was telling me on the "A Majority 
of One" set that Sir Alec is easy and natural in 
his work "but," said Roz with a roll of the eyes, 
“he knows what's going on every minute.” | 
guess Roz means it takes a pro to cope with this 
bundle from Britain. . . . Many times on his 
various sets I've glimpsed Rock Hudson's 
mother in her son's dressing room and it's won- 
derful how these two have remained so close. So 
when Rock won Europe's Bambi Award, as "Fa- 
vorite International Star," | wasn't surprised that 
he sent his mother to West Germany to pick it 
up. Nice, eh??7?? The way Nancy Kwan used 
to sneak away from her "Flower Drum Song" 
chores to visit with Maximilian Schell on his 
"Judgment at Nuremberg" set all but drove 
producer Ross Hunter out of his Chinese mind. 
Was Ross ever glad when the "Nuremberg" cast 
took off for scenes in Europe! But this Schell lad, 
along with Horst Buchholz, are special Euro- 
peans according to my mailbox corner. The fans 
dote on them. This | know. ... When Pat and 
Pete Lawford become parents for the fourth 
time in June, President Kennedy can add one 
more niece or nephew to his list. The Lawfords 
have three children at present. Peter's mother, 
Lady Lawford, is still in England amusing the 
reading public with her fascinating memoirs. 


Mailbox Corner 


Sharon Clay of Canada confesses she's driven 
her friends and family mad with raves over 
George Nader. Well, Sharon has plenty of 
company. The gals all adore handsome George. 
..+ Yes, Robert Bryan, I've met Alice Faye and 
like her very much. She lives in Palm Springs and 
os Mrs. Phil Harris is very happy. .. . And up 
pops another Andy Williams fan in Carol Tull- 
gren of Virginia. This Andy is a dandy, isn't 
he???? For a photograph of Doug McClure, 
Jennifer Warner should pen a note to Don Riber 
at 7185 Sunset Blvd., in Hollywood. ... | agree 
with Gay Bearry that TV's Wayde Preston is 
quite a guy. Perhaps we can do a story on him 
one day soon. . . . Sharon McKibben hopes Ed- 
die Fisher makes a comback, and it looks as 
if Sharon may get her wish. Others feel the same 
about Eddie these days. . . . Frances Hopkins is 
right about the loyalty of Elvis Presley's fans. 
I'm one of them myself these days, and | should 
know. Margoret Owens of Utica is a Ken Scott 
fan and Patsy Hagan of Chattanooga likes Clu 
Gulager, George Maharis and Paula Pren- 
tiss. Patsy has good taste, hasn't she? 


but what about romance? 








Gene Shacove with Sherry Jackson. Tab Hunter and best girl Vicki Trickett. 


Back when Liz was a child star, she appeared in a Greer Garson movie. 
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At the Parties 


The Everly Brothers had a ball at Tab 
Hunter's birthday party. Wonder whether Don 
knew then that his wife was suing for divorce? 
Of course, Tab's best girl Vicki Trickett was 
there to greet Kerwin Matthews and Bob 
Mathias. Tuesday Weld spent most of the 
evening chatting with Chad Everett and the 
Jim Franciscus’. | noticed the romance between 
Dolores Hart and John Saxon, that began at 
my PHOTOPLAY party, was very much on. These 
two really seem serious. Tab didn't say how old 
he was and the candles on the cake told even 
less. But with his youthful bounce what does it 
matter???? As usual, Debbie Reynolds was the 
whole show at the Thalian party, with Deb and 
Carleton Carpenter putting on a dance 
routine that was riotous. Dorothy Provine was 
right at home in the Roaring Twenties theme and 
even wore a costume from her "Roaring Twenties” 
TV show. She seemed to be having a wonderful 
time despite rumors her brief romance with 
Frank Sinatra has cooled. 


Marlon’s Hideaway 


Marlon Brando built himself a house in Ta- 
hiti and went native while "Mutiny on the 
Bounty"’ was shooting. Marlon plans to spend 
part of each year in his South Sea hideaway re- 
writing all his scripts as usual. .. . If it's true 
the estranged father of a young star is terrorizing 
his daughter, it explains many things, and | 
couldn't be sorrier. . . . Since Alexis Smith 
cut her hair boy fashion, their friends refer to 
Alexis and her husband Craig Stevens as Peter 
Pan and Peter Gunn. . . . Pier Angeli's state- 
ment that Jimmy Dean was the only man she 
ever loved was an eyebrow lifter. | remember how 
put-out Pier's mother was when offbeat Jimmy, 
in his leather jacket, showed up at the house. | 
do know Troy Donahue's financée Lili Kardell 
was a special friend of Jimmy's, and | do know 
Jimmy took Pier's marriage to Vic Damone 
rather hard. But whether Pier loved Jimmy Dean 
all that much or whether Jimmy returned that 
love, | don't know, and | don't believe anyone 
ever got close enough to Jimmy to find out... . 
Had two callers, Lee Patterson of "SurfSide 6" 
and Diane McBain, but on different days. Ca- 
nadian-born Lee, who lived and worked in London 
for seven years, is one of the most vital people 
I've ever met; a bachelor, too, girls. And, of 
course, Diane is a beauty and what's more 
proves a knockout actress in "Parrish." 






















































































































































Bob Hope—the most famous 
emcee in the world! The 
Academy Awards wouldn’t 
be the same without him, 


all of Hollywood agrees. 

















Whatever the occasion and 
wherever he is, Cary Grant 
usually wins the prize for 





best-looking man around. 





















Princess Grace arrives in the United 
States for a visit. Her children look 
like a story-book prince and princess! 


Chitchat 


As | chatted over the phone with my friend 
Kay Gable, | noticed the shading in her voice, 
gay and light one moment and heavy with sor- 
row and loneliness the next—the voice of a wom- 
an determined to carry on for her children's sake. 
"You know Pa loved you,” she told me, and my 
heart swelled with tenderness. "PHOTOPLAY was 
the only fan magazine he'd buy. He'd sit down 
of an evening to read your column and call over 
to me, ‘Listen to this.’ Then he'd read the item 
and add, ‘I like that woman.’ The last time Pa 
and | saw you, we talked about it later. ‘Sara 
thinks right,’ he said. ‘It shows somehow.’ " What 
could | say to such a wonderful compliment? 
Kay tells me she plans to remain in the rambling 
Encino ranch house that had been Clark's home 
for many years. Her two older children, Bunker 
and Joannie Spreckels enjoy riding the horses 
Clark gave them, and Kay herself finds comfort 
in being near the things that were dear to Clark, 
too. Kay feels Clark would want his son to grow 
up in the place that had been dear to him most 
of his Hollywood life. | must say | agree with Kay 
and admire her strength and courage. . . . Jim- 
my Stewart has been a friend through the years, 
and | know something of his sincerity and loyalty. 
So naturally | understood the emotion behind his 
touching tribute to Gary Cooper as he ac- 
cepted "Big Coop's” special award. In truth, | 
don't believe there's a soul in all moviedom who 


doesn't love and respect Gary Cooper. . . . For 
the miss who has changed the most in the past 
year, | award the Golden Palm to lovely 


Annette. In a short white chiffon dress, her 
brown hair piled atop her head, Annette is a chic 
chick. Obviously Annette is a young lady who 
listens and absorbs. More power to her. Well, 
that's all for this month—Sara. 
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Each of them was Trapped 
in the Quicksand of Desire... 
















The men, bound 

in a bitter 
brotherhood 
of hate... 


The women, 
locked in 
a strange ee} 

rivalry i a 
of love  ¢ 
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answer: 
all year long 
he’s a father... 
but one long day 


he’s a hero 


HAPPY FATHER’S DAY! 


Laury is the littlest Boone of all. Pat's other Father’s Day boons are 
Lindy (on the other knee), Debby and Cherry—and Mom Shirley. 


Any day Tracy and Stewart Gran- 
ger are together is Father’s Day. 


Caroline Kennedy knows Daddy’s very 
busy, so she invented daughter-breaks. 





iN 


Gary Lewis admits Jerry’s right, 
it isn’t funny to charge your 
Father’s Day gift to your father. 


Bob Stack’s Elizabeth knows, 
when a little girl's tired, it’s hero 
Daddy to the rescue every time. 


Man-to-man,]osh and Mike Lan- 
don agree—father knows best 
for at least one day of the year. 


rs 


Alan Ladd advises David, “Don’t fight it, 
son. Mom says drink—and we both drink!” 


Chuck Heston’s Fray wonders why fathers 
get you water all day, but at 4 A.M. it’s Mom. 


. 


ather’s Day is when Jim M 





Fill in all your answers 
then check them below- 


itch- 


um lends Dad’s car back to him. 


And Nick Adams’ Allison wraps 
up the whole idea of Father's 
Day in one little word: “Da.” 
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Kay Gable 
gives 


Photoplay an 
EXCLUSIVE 





FIRST 


COLOR 
PORTRAIT 


OF HER AND 
CLARK’S 


NEW 
BABY 


The phone rang and a voice said, “This is ‘Laryngitis Gable.’ It’s Kay. Pve talked so 
much I’m hoarse.” If you knew Kay Gable, you knew that the little try at a joke was pure 
bravery. All along she has tried to be her down-to-earth, wonderfully good-humored self. 
The loss and the grief she keeps where it won’t show, not to burden anyone. Now she talked 


serenely of how good it was to see her and Clark’s dark-haired baby (Please turn the page ) 









FIRST PICTURES 
OF THE NURSERY, TOO 














son in his cheerful yellow and white nursery. 
I had already seen the delightful first 
pictures of the baby and his 


nursery that Kay had given PHoToPLay 


Kay gave us the first 
look at the christening 
robe and bonnet 

Don Loper designed. 


as an exclusive. But when Kay commented that 
John Clark is like a “little king” in his big canopied 
crib, the word made a sudden image so sharp it hurt. That 

had been Hollywood’s— the (Continued on page 80) 
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Mother-son furniture: a child size knee-hole desk The high canopied crib into which Kay lovingly 
stands side by side with Kay’s writing table. On tucks her baby is guarded by a funny little French 
the little one, a flower vase is inscribed “John poodle that’s really a play table in disguise. The 
Clark Gable.” On the big one is Bunker’s picture. curly covering will protect Johnny from bumps. 
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ARE YOU IN SHAPE? 
PINCH YOURSELF 
AND FIND OUT 


Need to shape up? Or down? To test your- 
self, pinch. Stretch your arm out straight 
and pinch under upper arm. If you can 
pinch easily, uh-vh. Now pinch on outside 
of thigh, where bathing svit stops. More 
than an inch ‘is too much. Under-pinching 
is as bad as over, so exercise to build 
up or shape down. Use “Under 100” calorie 
chart if you're over, the other if under. 
























FOR THE THIGHS 


FOR THE UPPER ARM 
AND BUST 


FOR THE DERRIERE 


: | AWA IA\S 


FOR THE HIPS 


FOR THE STOMACH 
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FOR THE STOMACH | < | 





FOR THE BUST aie hmallow - VER 


NOW 
YOU’RE 
READY 
FOR THE 

NEXT 
STEP 





FOR THE HIPS 


FOR THE WAIST 








WHAT'S A MAN LOOKING FoR: CHARM ? HOW | 














ROCK HUDSON said it: “Aggressive-type 
dames don’t appeal to me.” 


PETER LAWFORD said it: ‘A woman who 
comes on boom-boom-boom, like gangbusters, 
is not charming.” 


CHARLIE CHAPLIN said it: “Her diamond 
bracelets never need cleaning.” 


MORT SAHL said it: “A really groovy chick 


knows herself in capital letters.” 


THIS WAY 
FOR MORE 
CHARM 















ANDY WILLIAMS: 5’8”, Py 
blue eyes, brown hair, tia i. ae 
easy smile—and single. g 





JACK LEMMON: dark hair, 
hazel eyes, 5’11”, and amus- 
ing; divorced, but dating. 





VAN WILLIAMS: real big 
Texan, 6’2” and 175 
pounds, but he’s hitched. 













GEORGE PEPPARD: ‘eae 
handsome 6-footer has Ee ae 
blue eyes, wife, family. 
| 
BOB HORTON: ruddy | 
hair, nearly 61”, and ! 


newly wed, third time. 





when 
you've got 


C H A R M MARTY MILNER: 61”, 


blond, has green eyes— 


) 
you've got also wife and daughter. 
everything 
CLU GULAGER: calm, 
blue-eyed, 5’11”, has 
wife and son Johnny. Someone said it— 
and whoever it was, 
we bet it was a man: 
“Charm. if you think 
you got it, you 
don't.’’ While beauty 
is skin deep, charm 
—according to the 
attractive men on 
these pages—has to 
be deep. Beauty is 
on the outside they 
insist; charm comes 
fromwithin.Acharm- . 
ing woman doesn't 
have to be pretty; 
in fact, she can be 
much less than per- 
fect. Her charm is 
honest because she 
knows she'll be loved 
more if she’s not 
perfect (and doesn't 
insist that he be!). 


ce ee 


HORST BUCHHOLZ: fun and 
romantic both, wavy black Charm has nothing 


hair, 5/1 1”—but taken! to do with youth, for 
it seems to improve 
with age. To be 


charming, a woman 


NEIL SEDAKA: young, 
EARL HOLLIMAN: 6-foot points; recognize 5’9”, brown hair, eyes. 
hazel-eyed bachelor, but Continued on pase 89) Heart-free, starts shy. 
what a hobby—history! 


must know her good 











€ 
? One day in April, — 
1( | s calls. Both were — 


office handles only 


fidential basis and caters 
AC series of coincidences was: 
" and not less than four | 


children’s play area was a 


Beverly Hills. Both 


It} « 9 would buy it 
himself in a 

LD ebb 1C S telephone call 
¢ and Harry Karl. 
lit who had just returned 
Se was just one of those strange 


WILL SHE BE HURT AGAIN? 


_ a Beverly Hills real estate office received two telephone 
from prospective buyers in the entertainment world. The 
exclusive listings (no home less than $50,000) on a con- 
to celebrities, so that in itself wasn’t unusual. But this 


Both parties insisted on plenty of floor space, a playroom 
' bedrooms. Both said that a large fenced yard for a 


| prerequisite. Both were looking for a secluded section in 


claimed money was no object; if they liked ' home, they 


regardless of the price tag... lronically, the realtor found 
ticklish and somewhat embarrassing position. The first 

came from a business representative of Debbie Reynolds 
- The second, scarcely an hour later, was from a couple 
to Hollywood, Elizabeth Taylor and Eddie Fisher. This 


coincidences that have always seemed to happen in the 


(Continued on page 86) 
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tribute 
toa great guy 


DOW 


“And Coop,” Jimmy Stewart said slowly, “I 

want you to know .. . that with this goes 

all the warm friendship—and the affection— 
and—” The famous voice cracked and 

broke. The vast audience in the Santa Monica Civic 
Auditorium sat motionless in 

stunned silence. Across the country, in millions 


of private homes (Continued on page 83) 
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Jill’s princlP 


” And to 


Bronx- 
States when 
United States,” 


seen it 













“When you walk into the theater for the premiere, you'll be just a 
girl named Jill. When you walk out, you'll be a star,” Sal predicts. 





I'm scared... 
what if they 
don't like me? 


continued 
The day after that sleepy morning of her arrival, Sal took 
Jill for a shopping spree. In the long limousine provided 
for them, Jill flustered and looked adoringly at Sal as he 
showed her the skyscrapers. Along with Sir Alec Guinness 
and Sir Laurence Olivier, Sal was her other favorite actor. 
For months, before she had met him, Jill had clipped pic- 
tures and news stories of him. When, out of the blue, she 
won the role of Karen opposite him, “it was nearly too 
much.” She says, “I didn’t sleep for days.” As they rode 
together now, down Fifth Avenue, she still had that un- 
believing look. What if the directors at her acting school 
in London hadn’t sent her to see Mr. Preminger? They Even the mannequins in America are 
hadn’t really thought she was the best, but included her StURRIRG. Jill wonder ¥ if the evening 
almost as an afterthought. “I’m lucky,” she smiled to Sal dress is too posh. Tries it on but is not 
convinced she looks good. Later, she 

as she clutched her new white roses and sneezed. Then: 


examined a mink-stole and sneezed! 
“I think I’m allergic to roses.” (Please turn the page) Imagine—a girl allergic to mink! 
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Neither knew how to waltz, and during their lesson they got to giggling 
at their clumsiness. Jill fell, laughing hard, into the chair. Between 
TV interviews, they'd nervously try out the steps, sometimes in the 
waiting room. Sal kept saying, “It’s one-two, slide! Isn’t that it?” 


how does it feel 
to have a dream come true? 


continued 


Jill is definitely not allergic to Sal, 
who obviously walks a tightrope be- 
tween brotherly camaraderie and real 
affection. Often, unconsciously, their 
hands slip together as they make their 
rounds. At such time, Jill gets a look 
which is not fifteen, but is womanly and 
glowing. At the ball, when they made 
their entrance together, a woman watch- 
ing sighed, “Don’t they look lovely to- 
gether?” They sat side by side, Jill 
winced at the quantity of food served 
and only nervously picked until she 
was introduced with Sal. Jill said, “I 


am so glad to be here with you . . . in 







ea - 


America. .. .” and from the sound of 





the applause she must have known that 


: Jill and Sal hold their heads as Dennis James, emcee of the ball, an- 
America was happy too. -—THE ENp nounces they will lead off the dancing. They came through, not a mistake. 
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..Lhat’s what he said. The secretary heard it 
from the script girl who got it straight from 
a newspaperman who saw it on the set with his 
own eyes. Bobby Darin had done it again! 0 
Only this time he’d gone too far—Sandra was 
red-faced and in tears, the camera crew furious 
and producer Ross Hunter about to climb walls. 
O Maybe they could have forgiven Bobby 
if this was the only time he’d stepped out of 
line, but he’d been in trouble from the very 
second he’d begun hanging around the set of 
“Tammy, Tell Me True.” 0 He’d coached his 
bride on exactly how she should play every 
scene—mouthing every line, going through 
every gesture. When the director put his foot 
down and insisted he wanted it done his way, 





















SEE MY WIFE 
WANT...Pee 


Bobby blew up. He shouted that they were all 
wrong, he knew what was best for Sandy. 0. 
That was the pattern, day after day, until the 
afternoon he got in everybody’s hair so badly 
that an assistant director shouted at him, 
“Get out!” Bobby screamed back, “I'll see my 


wife anytime I want.”...That’s the tale all 
Hollywood believed by evening, that’s the 
story we checked out, and that’s the story Ross 
Hunter himself assured us was wholly untrue. 
Yet it persists. It’s the type of thing people 
believe about Bobby. Since Sandy eloped 
with him it’s been six months of picking up 
a paper and finding another jab. But they can 
take this, because you readers came through 
so warmly for Sandy. (Please turn the page.) 













YOUCAN WIN 
SANDRA BRIDE DOLL 


Sandra wants to thank you! She wants to give 





you a gift. 0 She’d been worried: Did you fans 
feel she had married too hastily, not wisely? 
She asked you in PHOTOPLAY and you answered, 
“We're with you, Sandy, we want you to be hap- 
py.” O She’s grateful to all, but since she can’t give 
everybody a gift, to you who now write her the 
best letter on what marriage means to you, she'll 
give a treasure. 0 It’s a bride doll given to her in 
Italy, a copy of herself in U-I’s “Romanoff and 
Juliet.” Mail your note with this coupon to, Sandra 
Dee Doll Contest, Post Office Box 3587, 
Grand Central Station, New York 17, New York. 


Se ete | 


Dear Sandra: 


My name is 





I live at 





Iam and am 
(married, engaged, single) (age) 








Here is my letter on: 
“What Marriage Means to Me.” 
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JACK KENNEDY 





IS ROM 


Jacqueline Bouvier knew from the moment she met 
Jack Kennedy that her life would be different. It was in 
1951, at a dinner party at the home of Charles Bartlett, 
who was Washington correspondent for the Chattanooga 
Times and an old friend. Jackie was just back from a 
year of studying art at the Sorbonne in Paris and had 
just finished more studies at George Washington Univer- 
sity. As Mr. Bartlett had noticed, she was no longer the 
round little girl who used to live next door. She was more 
exotic now, and she had become gayer and livelier. Jack 
Kennedy, the young Congressman from Massachusetts was 
handsome, rich and extremely eligible. “It was more 
than just meeting someone,” she admitted later. “It 
started the wheels turning.” 

She knew immediately that this man would be a dis- 
turbing influence in her life and she felt, too, a mo- 
ment of fear. With a flash of intuition, she thought 
she saw heartbreak ahead. Then she looked again at 
Jack Kennedy. As someone else described him at that 
time: “Kennedy appears to be a walking fountain 
of youth. He is six feet tall, lean, of hard physique 


























TIC TO 


and has the innocently respectful face of an altar boy 
at High Mass. He is ‘Nature Boy’ with an Ivy League 
polish, but his exterior nonchalance conceals a terrific 
will to win.” Jackie looked again and she felt that if there 
were heartbreak ahead, the pain would be worth it. 

What she had sensed in that quick moment was that 
here was a man who didn’t want to marry. And she was 
right; he confessed it to-her later. But that was later. 
That warm June night, they parted on the brick sidewalk 
outside the Bartlett house and they didn’t see each other 
again for seven months. 

Even after that, it wasn’t the usual courtship. For 
one thing, there wasn’t time. Jackie was busily work- 
ing for the Washington Times-Herald as an inquiring 
photographer. Her salary: $42.50 a week. Jack was run- 
ning for the Senate against Henry Cabot Lodge and was 
spending most of his time campaigning in Massachusetts. 
“He’d call me from some oyster bar up there,” she says, 
“with a great clinking of coins, to ask me out to the 
movies the following Wednesday in Washington.” But in 
that clink of dimes and quarters (Please turn the page) 




























Jack and Jackie Kennedy— 
their love story in pictures 


in the telephone slot, there was a 
marvelous, breathless urgency. He 
was busy, he was doing great things, 
with a promise of even greater 
things. And in the midst of this 
excitement, he had remembered her. 

Jack won his race. Who would 
have doubted it? Certainly not 
the girl at the other end of those 
phone calls. He returned to Wash- 
ington in triumph, more eligible 
than ever. And now there was more 
time. For the next six months, Jack 
Kennedy courted her with the same 
energy and ardor that had won him 
that other campaign. The court- 
ship whirled them in and out of 
Georgetown dinner parties, Wash- 
ington art theaters and movie 
houses, south to Palm Beach and 
north to Cape Cod. In June of 
1953 Jack won his campaign. The 
engagement was announced. 

It was then that Jack confessed 
that she had been right to be 
afraid. He told her that he had in- 
deed been a man who didn’t want to 
get married. But that same night, 
when he met her, he had decided 
that he would marry her. He hadn’t 
wanted marriage for a while; he 
had wanted to wait. But when he 
was ready, he had decided she 
would be the one. When he told her, 
she retorted: “How big of you.” 

Three months later they were 
married—on September 12, 1953— 
at St. Mary’s Church in Newport, 
Rhodelsland. (Continued onpage 81) 
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In a Hollywood writers’ 
poll, Jack was named the 
nation’s most _ eligible 
bachelor—ahead of any 
movie star. Jackie agreed 
— ‘What I wanted more 
than anything else in the 
world was to be married 
to him.” How'd she do it? 
“I was always handy.” 































When they married, a big 
social event, their friends 
teased about the difference 
in ages—I13 years. But 
shared troubles and then 
great triumph bridged an 
even greater gap than age. 
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The marriage rumors vet hotter and hotter. 
And for many reasons. Lazing around a pool, 
the sun warm on their bodies, they kissed 
openly. When they looked up to see that a 
camera had caught them at it, they were 
startled, but not embarrassed. Both are too 
honest for that. Instead, they invited the 


photographer to stay for dinner and he 


couldn t help noticing how at-home France 


was in Rod’s kitchen.... Other people were 


(Continued on page 7%) 
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In the eyes of the world, Dinah 


Shore’s marriage to George Mont- 


gomery looked as solid as American 
Tel and Tel. The Downtown Busi- 


ness Men’s Association of Los An- 


geles even named them “Holly- 
wood’s Ideal Couple.” And the title 
stuck—until recently. One day, only 
shortly after their seventeenth 
wedding anniversary, Dinah and 
George were face to face with a 


crisis. A (Continued on page 78) 








for fl awle -~ ~ You’re perfectly beautiful...from the moment you 


stroke on this remarkable make-up. Pan-Stik covers so flatteringly, 


b eC auty blends completely, brings a smooth flawless glow 


to your face. And Pan-Stik persuades your skin to dewy softness with hidden 


precious oils that lock moisture in. Extra attraction: the exclusive swivel-up case 


for easier use. $1.75 by MAX FACTOR 


*PAN-STIK (TRADEMARK) MEANS MAX FACTOR CREAM-TYPE MAKE-UP * ©1961, MAX FACTOR & CO. HOLLYWOOD - LONDON : PARIS 











REVEALED: 


Brando's secret 
marriage to Movita 


Marlon Brando says, “I will neither 
confirm or deny it.” But two of the 
women in his life have said, each in 
her way. that it is true. His ex-wife 
Anna Kashfi (pic 2) said, “Marlon 
called me and asked for help. He told 
me that he had secretly married Mo- 
vita in Mexico and they had a nine- 
month-old boy. He told me that he and 
Movita soon were going to get a di- 
vorce, but that the baby would spend 
part of the time here. He asked me 
if | would allow the baby to become 
acquainted with our son, Christian 
Devi.” Now friends wonder what all 
this will mean to Anna and Marlon’s 
bitter court fights over his visitation 
rights to their son. . . . Meanwhile Rita 
Moreno (pic 3), the girl to whom 
Brando always comes back—between 
romances with France Nuyen (pic 4) 
and his other loves—swallowed an 
overdose of sleeping pills and collapsed 
on Brando’s front steps. She will not 
confirm that it was because she’d 
learned about Movita nor that this was 
her second suicide try. (During “West 
Side Story.” people reported that Rita 
had a bandaged wrist.) Marlon could 
not be reached, but it is reported that, 
when the news first trickled out of 
Mexico. he paid off a judge there to 
cover his marriage tracks. This is un- 
confirmed, but it is known that Brando 
first met Movita years ago, when he 
was in Mexico filming “Viva Zapata,” 


and last summer. when she was in 


Hollywood, they took up where they’d 
left off. Result: Headlines.—Cat York 













“You'd never dream 
the things that 
can happen to a girl— 
even if she’s not 


a 32-year-old midget 





“ak 


he halo of fluffy brown hair frames a round baby face with big innocent brown eyes 
and rosebud mouth. She stands four-feet-eleven and sits at considerably less. Stashed in one 
corner of a big easy chair. with her legs tucked under a billowing skirt and crinolines. she 
looks like a little doll. You want to pick her up and cuddle her. She looks up at you with a 
trusting smile and you want to protect her fiercely. 
Then she opens the rosebud mouth. The voice comes out ten sizes bigger than the body. 
“What was the scariest thing ever happened to me?” she echoes the question. “Well now. ah 
cain’t think right offhand—oh yes. oh yes—that time in the barn, it was mighty scary... .” 
She was four years old then and the Tarpley family (her full name is Brenda Lee 
Tarpley) lived in Atlanta, Georgia. The barn stood on their land and it 
was so old that her father Ruben claimed it sheltered Reb soldiers 
in the Civil War. He also said, “You kids had better 
keep out of that tottering heap if you 
know what’s good for you.” 
Brenda was a 
bright 
child 


who understood 


early the meaning of the 
" we word “authority.” It was something you 


disobeyed. She led her two-year-older sister Linda 


and a bunch of playmates into the forbidden territory. Later 
her father found out and this time he tried explaining. “You young ones 
are flirting with death.” he said. “If you get in trouble | can’t come in after you. 
I’m a big man and if I set foot in there those rotten timbers’ll just cave in.” 

Now that she understood, Brenda did it again. The kids were snooping around in the barn’s 
gloom one day, just about able to see each other, when they heard a sound. Not the scamper 
of little disturbed creatures. This was a terrible sound—a low. ghostly moan that rose in a wail 
till the children huddled in terror. 

Then they saw it—the horrible thing moving mysteriously in the barn’s murky depths! 
Ghostly, ghastly-—five terrible outstretched white fingers attached to nothing! 

“The Hand!” Brenda shrieked. and streaked out of there with the others on her heels. She 
ran and didn’t dare look back. If that thing could leave the TV screen from her pet horror 
show, “The Hand,” and come to haunt her in the barn for being naughty, it could chase her now. 
She made a screeching beeline for the house and never went near the barn again. 

In time Brenda learned that The Hand had been her father’s, white-gloved and poked 
through a hole in the side of the barn. The eerie wail was his, too. “But I learned my lesson,” 
Brenda recalls soberly. What did she learn? 

“T learned there’s no such thing as ghosts—now nothin’ scares me.” 

And that’s just what scares her manager-guardian, Dub Albritten. He knows there isn’t an 
awful lot of girl in a sub-size-five dress, but what there is is pure pluck and reckless daring— 
and this gives him silver hairs among the reddish-gold. He also knows that Brenda’s father, 
to whom she was very close, died tragically in a construction accident when she was a little 


girl of seven. It seems to have left her with a rather mature and (Please turn the page) 








72 





BRENDA LEE 


continued 


objective attitude toward death . . . but with it 
a shrug and an “everybody’s got to go some 
time” feeling that gives her relaxed nerves while 
older heads are being lost. . . . In a plane she 
falls asleep soon as her safety belt is fastened. 
Winging to a date in Texas she slept all through 
the early stages of engine trouble and the grow- 
ing tension aboard. When the sickening lurching 
finally woke her, she embarrassed poor Dub no 
end. Over the praying and even weeping of fel- 
low passengers you could hear the voice of this 
pint-sized pixie. “Hey Dub,” she asked calmly, 


but loud, “we gonna crash?” 


The kid had spunk 
Fortunately, they didn’t. . . . The half-inch 


scar on Brenda’s face dates much further back 
—to age three. It slants at an intriguing angle 
from her right eyebrow to her nose, a souvenir 
of early childhood impetuousness. Romping in 
the kitchen with her sister made both of them 
thirsty, whereupon Brenda challenged Linda, 
“Race you to the sink.” She was little and fat 
but she got there first, made a flying leap for the 
faucet and missed . . . cracked her head on the 
spigot of a gas can next to the sink and was 
rushed to the doctor for seven stitches. Her 
mother, Grace Tarpley, remembers that they 
didn’t put the toddler to sleep, but she didn’t cry. 
Just held tight to her hand and kept asking, “Is 
he fru yet? Is he fru yet?” 

The next year Linda, who was all of six, took 
her little sister to school and entered her in a 
talent contest. Brenda sang “Slow Poke” and won 
a box of peppermint sticks. She liked pepper- 
mint so much that she decided to become a 
singer. She grew up with perfect pitch, able to 
hear a tune once and pick it up, and she never 
learned to read music. Her father lived to see 
her on TV in small shows—he stayed home every 
Saturday to mind the baby brother Randall while 
Mom took Brenda to the TV studio . . . and he 
died convinced she was going to be somebody. 


When Dub took over the reins of her career 


she was a veteran performer of eleven who'd held 
more mikes than dolls in her hands, and who 
never got stage fright. And he was a mild-man- 
nered, soft-spoken guy with old-fashioned ideas 
about little girls. 


A erazy character 


That first summer of their togetherness he was 
sitting outside their cabana in Daytona Beach, 
Florida, when he saw some crazy character buz- 
zing around the sand on a motorcycle. He called 
inside to Grace Tarpley, “Come on out and look 
at that durn fool down there. Is he mad? He’s 
gonna skid off that thing and scrape the hide off 
hisself.” 

The sand was flying out from under the wheels 
and a dozen times the cycle was about to tip over. 
Dub muttered, “I swear that idiot’s gonna kill 
himself.” 

The idiot zigzagged crazily up the beach, 
screeched up to them, spattering sand right and 
left, and somehow got off on two feet. But they 
were such tiny feet. Brenda’s, of course. She was 
grimy and sweaty and grinning like there was no 
tomorrow. Dub was so scared he bawled her out 
but good. 


Try anything onee 


Brenda stood giving them her innocent look. 
When he was all through raging, she said, “But 
Dub, what’s all the shouting? I only wanted to 
try it once.” 

Trying anything once—that’s big with Brenda. 
There was the time in Porto Allegro, Brazil, when 
the fans got out of hand for a change. They were 
jammed sardine-tight at front and rear doors. 
The police couldn’t clear a path. As a last resort 
they made a flying wedge and carried Brenda 
hand-to-hand over their heads to the waiting car. 

No sooner were they in than _ hysterically 
screaming fans swarmed over the car, fists pum- 
melled the closed windows. The car rocked dan- 
gerously. White-faced, Dub leaned over to the 
front seat where the interpreter and the driver 
scrunched under the dashboard, fumbling with 
wires. “What are you doing?” he shouted. 

The interpreter gestured towards the driver. 


“He says must fix siren (Continued on page 91) 








Jane Wyman and Freddie Karger—a 


hen Jane Wyman and Freddie Karger mar- 

ried in 1951, they said it was forever. And 

they believed it. But sometime after their first 
wedding anniversary. the stars in Jane’s eyes began to 
dim. Freddie wasn’t so exciting anymore. Had she 
made a mistake? Had he changed? Or, perhaps. had 
she changed? What had happened to the romance she 
felt in her heart when they were first married? 

Two years later, they were divorced. Their friends 
insisted that they would be miserable apart. that they 
needed each other to be happy. But it seemed that Jane 
and Freddie felt otherwise. at least at the time. and 
they remained apart. Then the years, lonely years. be- 
gan to pass. Something seemed to be happening. some- 
thing their friends couldn’t explain. But they seemed 
to sense that the spark between Jane and Freddie was 
slowly rekindling. Some went so far as to predict that 
Jane would be Mrs. Karger again. 

And then this year, ten years after they said their 
first J do’s and seven years after were divorced, Jane 
and Freddie were married by a priest in a quiet cere- 
mony at Newport Beach. California. 

he remarriage made headlines in the Hollywood 

papers, but the story behind the headlines could 

be the story of any woman who thinks the moon- 
light and roses have gone out of her love, who, in her 
restlessness, feels cheated. 

On their first anniversary, Freddie had taken Jane 
to Dave Chasen’s restaurant. It seemed so perfect then, 
as if their happiness would be endless. And then there 
was the night they had suddenly gotten the crazy urge 
to recapture their youth and had driven to the beach 
and walked along the shore into early morning. 


Those had been fun days. Then, suddenly. as in so 


4 


many marriages, the little things that can go wrong 
began to mount up. Freddie stayed late at the studio to 
rehearse the band—always, it seemed, after Jane had 
spent a long day preparing a special dish for him. He 
had explained to her that it was part of his job, and 
that he wanted a perfection from his musicians that 
could be achieved only through hours of hard work. 

“I know, Freddie,” she used to say, “but...” 

nd, after a while, the “but’s” had come more 
often than kisses and the making up. and. be- 
fore they knew it, the haggling had gone too 

far. One day they found themselves shouting at each 
other, saying they wished they’d never met. They 
didn’t mean what they said, of course, but cruel. hurt- 
ful words, even when spoken in the heat of an argu- 
ment, can never be taken back. And the next time they 
fought. it was worse. The words became a little 
stronger. and Jane found herself saying that she could 
live very well without him. When he stepped out the 
front door, bags in hand, she realized how sorry she 
was. but it was too late. 

s a friend put it, “Jane realized her mistake. but 
she was too proud to call Freddie up and 
admit it.” 

She seemed to live in a state of shock. Some of her 
good friends. well-intentioned, tried to arrange dates 
for her with eligible men in town. But it wasn’t the 
same. It wasn’t Freddie. 

he told one of her friends at the time: 

““T realize that a lot of marriage is less exciting 
than what’s portrayed in the movies. but some- 
how you never believe yours will be hum-drum.” 

But, Freddie had gone. and she had tried to make 


the best of her life. There were good friends like 


a 






























Cesar Romero to take her to the premieres that she 
had to attend. And, though the moments with her 
friends were enjoyable, there was still a terrible void 
—the absence of love. And love to Jane was all-im- 
portant. 

She began going to Good Shepherd Church to pray 
that her lonely life would once again be filled with 
love. But no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t 
seem to find the happiness she wanted so desperately. 

Twice before, Jane had thought she’d found love 
and security, but both times she had been wrong. Her 
first marriage was to Myron Futterman, a New Or- 
leans dress manufacturer. When they married, she was 
still a bit player, and for a time the marriage seemed 
to give her the happiness and satisfaction that she 
needed. But, less than a year after they married, they 
were divorced. 

ot long afterward, she met Ronald Reagan. He 
was young, handsome and dashing, and all 
Hollywood was delighted with their story-book 
romance. Everything went well in the marriage until 
Ronald left to spend four years in the Air Force. Not 
only were they separated, but during the time he was 
away, Jane’s career picked up tremendously and she 
became a star. But when Ronald returned, he found 
that his career was taking a turn for the worst. The 
marriage which their friends predicted would last 
forever, began to waver. And, after eight years and 
two children, they parted. 

But now, even with three divorces behind her, Jane 
still hoped that she could fill the void in her life. 

Freddie, too, was unhappy. He began to get restless, 
and he told a friend, Buddy Bregman, about his 


problem: 


love story that’s stranger than fiction 


“TI miss her, but . . . well, I just can’t call her up and 
ask her to forget about my walking out.” 

“Why not?” asked Buddy. 

Why not? Why not? Why not? Buddy’s words kept 
echoing in his mind. 

s the days passed, he kept remembering what 
they had had, and what they still might have. 
if they could only get together and try to keep 

their romance alive, rather than find the flaws in each 
other that all humans possess. This gave him the im- 
petus and the courage to find the right moment to call 
Jane and ask her to be his guest at Starlight on the 
Roof. He hoped they might be able to recapture what 
had actually never left them—a love for each other, 
and for each other alone. 

The first time he called, Jane had been out shopping. 
And when she returned to see the message saying, 
“Freddie called. He'll call again,” she knew how 
much she had needed to hear from him. 

The next day the call came early in the afternoon. 
His voice was so calm at first, what he said almost 
sounded rehearsed. 


“Jane . . . I’m opening tonight at the Starlight on 


the Roof.” 
“I know,” she heard herself answer nervously. 
The pause on his end of the phone was almost too 
much for her to bear. She touched at the ends of a 
loose strand of her brown hair to calm herself. 
“T’d like you to be there,” he said. 
he tried to remember how many times they had 
gone to openings together during the days of 
their marriage. How many times had _ they 
danced to the tunes of a dozen bands? How many 


times had he kissed her (Continued on page 88) 
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IN THE MOOD 


Continued from page 63 


noticing things. too. Rod and France are 
seen everywhere together. They have din- 
ner at Le Petit Jean, La Scala or the Cap- 
tain’s Table. their heads close together. 
whispering softly. They seem to have a lot 
to say to each other and France wears a 
small secret smile these days. Other times 
they go horseback riding or they like to 
explore the beach above Malibu. They 
drive to Palm Springs to swim. “I’m teach- 
ing her.” Rod said. “France likes to be 
taught.” Wherever people spot them, it 
seems obvious this is a happy romance. Rod 
makes her laugh a great deal. as Marlon 
Brando never seemed to do when he was 
France's steady date. 

But if there’s a change in France. 
there’s an even greater one in Rod. Five 
years ago, he was a lonely guy in a strange 
town. He still remembers the Christmas 
Eve when he stared in the shop windows of 
Beverly Hills like a little lost boy. His 
family and friends had all been left behind 
in Australia and he was taking a gamble on 
a new life in the United States. He’d met 
only a few people and had made no 
friends yet. 

He mooned about, until he recalled what 
George Stevens had told him while they 
were on location with “Giant” (one of 
Rod’s first small parts was as Liz Taylor’s 
fiancé). 

“Hollywood’s nothing to be frightened 
of.” George Stevens said. “Don’t take these 
people—any people—at face value.” 


The magic words 


The words proved magic. They trans- 
formed lonely Rod into one of the happi- 
est bachelors in town, with hundreds of 
friends. At least half of them are feminine. 
But he doesn’t forget and his heart went 
out to France when they met because, “I 
understood her feeling about a new coun- 
try and a new people.” he said. “I'd been 
suspicious, too, and this girl had every 
reason ...” She'd been through a heart- 
breaking experience in losing “The World 
of Suzie Wong”; now she was back trying 


to pick up her career. She was worried, 
too, about her mother who is ill in New 
York. Rod’s honesty. his ability to give 
her a down-to-earth trust and friendship. 
have helped her to a new lease on life. 

Marriage? Not right now certainly. Rod 
has. he says. “too many selfish problems 
businesswise to inflict on anyone. It would 
be unfair.” 

France is womanly enough to be inter- 
ested in his work—he wants to keep active 
in both films and television. he dreams of 
producing and directing a la Burt Lan- 
caster—and Rod is feeling the exhilara- 
tion of that. He’s given her enough confi- 
dence so that she’s not frightened of her 
own work any more either. and has become 
intrigued with it instead. 

When the time comes. whoever gets Rod 

—and not even he denied that France was 
the most likely girl to be his bride—she’ll 
be getting one of the best catches in the 
country. 

Rod is that rare phenomenon. a man 
about Hollywood who dates girls he works 
with without putting a strain on their 
working camaraderie (to the contrary). 
and who isn’t interested in the glamour of 
a surface relationship. He likes dining and 
dancing and all that. but he wants a girl 
who is intelligent enough to contribute 
something to the evening. a girl who could 
be a delight to face at breakfast. 

He became intrigued with “Hong 
Kong.” after turning down a dozen offered 
TV series. because of the Eastern flavor of 
the show. And it took him. of course, to 
Hong Kong which he found a marvelous 
city... “A city of fantastic. often tragic 
contrasts. In one street hundreds of people 
crammed together. a pregnant mother 
sleeping in a doorway. ragged children 
... then turn the corner and you might be 
on the most cosmopolitan street in San 
Francisco.” He found the Oriental people 
very, very friendly. the girls adorable. 
“They have style. they have a femininity. 
I think the cheongsam., with its high collar 
and side split. is the most dignified femi- 
nine dress in the world. tailored but sexy. 
too. 


An eye for girls 


Of course, this bachelor has an eye for 


girls in any city. One of the things that 
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began to make him glad to be in Holly- 
wood is the fact that there are more beau- 
tiful girls per square inch than anywhere 
else in the world. Also there are compara- 
tively few bachelors. “Both of which facts 
suit me just fine.” he grins. 

“The one difference between the girls in 
this town and elsewhere,” he added. “is 
that they seem to rely a little too much on 
their beauty, they carry it almost like a 
banner and, armed with this. sometimes 
don’t worry enough about other aspects of 
their personalities. 

“Obviously,” he admitted. “France does 
not fall into this category.” 

Rod prides himself on his cookery. “An 
Australian bachelor can always cook.” he 
says. The specialty of his maison is what 
the English call Greek lamb. which is a 
lamb leg stuffed with cheese and garlic. 
basted with wine and served with a wine 
sauce in which are green and black olives. 
Long ago. Rod decided that carbohydrates 
were not for him. Heavily muscled, he 
feared weight that would make him appear 
bulky. He was a painter at that time. He’d 
studied painting and had a job at a store 
comparable to Magnin’s. painting back- 
drops for fashion displays. But his heart 
was in the theater and he felt so strongly 
about it that he gave up his department 
store job in favor of a night job (9:30 to 
3 A.M.) scrubbing floors in an insurance 
building—so he could be free daytime to 
act on radio shows. 


Actor of the year 


There was no television in Australia just 
then: but Rod graduated from radio to 
theater to films in such quick order that he 
became a sort of one-man dramatic revolu- 
tion in Australia. The English traditions 
of acting were replaced virtually overnight. 
and in 1954 Rod was voted the coveted 
Rola Award as actor of the year. Then he 
met Marty Rakin. when “Long John Sil- 
ver” was being made in Australia. “For 
kicks,” Rod says. he donned white contact 
lenses and played a mad old blind man. 
Israel Hans. Marty saw Rod in the theater 
as well, and felt he must come to Holly- 
wood. So Rod came to America, quite pre- 
pared to pick up success exactly where 
he’d left it. 

But life doesn’t always happen accord- 
ing to plan—and it didn’t now. Rod found 
the going tough. Okay. he decided, I'll 
start from the bottom. Not via the party 
routine—he doesn’t dig big Hollywood 
parties—not via the contact routine, but by 
hard work. His first part was an off-stage 
voice on a TV show. Six weeks later. he 
starred on the same program. He has a 
strong jaw. this man. and a purpose to 
match. 

From the time he was friendless, carless 
and getting lost on busses looking for work 
in a strange country. he made the transi- 
tion gradually to the point where Holly- 
wood noticed him. When TV series were 
finally offered. he turned them down. This 
made everyone want him—‘and it wasn’t 
just that I was so hot, it was that they 
wanted that son of a gun who wouldn’t do 
a series, who insisted on co-production.” 

He got his series and at his standards. 
He has a contract for a film a year at 
M-G-M. He has the house in Cold Water 
Canyon neighboring Sinatra’s and Audrey 
Hepburn’s—which is merely a stop on the 
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way to the house he wants but hasn’t had 
time to find. He has the Jaguar, the 
clothes, the friends, the girls—and maybe 
the girl. All that’s lacking is marriage, and 
his married friends are constantly trying 
to play Cupid. 

But Rod is still a bit leary of marriage. 
Anyone with talent, he says, is in a con- 
stant inner turmoil, and in the younger 
stages of that turmoil, they’re impossible 
to live with. He works—or as he says. 
goes it—at a terrific clip. He’s dissatisfied 
with everything he does, and feels it could 
always be better. Until he’s more “ce- 
mented” in the business, there really isn’t 
adequate time for marriage. He scarcely 
has time for skin-diving or surfing, for 
hunting or swimming or tennis. 

But behind this reluctance are scars 
that still linger from his first marriage. He 
was twenty-one at the time, and still a 
novice to the acting game in Australia. 
She was a beautiful girl, the first Mrs. 
Taylor, and a top model. The rock they 
foundered on was the clash of their sepa- 
rate careers—and the lack of maturity to 
deal with such a problem. 

“Marriage,” Rod says, “takes complete 
cooperation at all times, and when you get 
two egos each fighting an outside war, 
there’s bound to be trouble. Someone has 
to give. If you go back to the basis of hu- 
man society, the woman’s place is in the 
home. However clever she is, it’s the man 
who originally had to go out hunting the 
meat. A career woman can be a dream if 
shell put her personal life first, but this 
isn’t always so easy to do.” However, he 
feels that Oriental girls—like France— 
do this naturally. 

“There’s no reason two careers couldn’t 
work in a marriage if you really work at 
cooperating. The important thing in mar- 
riage is maturity. Youth, unfortunately, is 
the enemy of marriage. This wasn’t true 
perhaps in the olden days, but today there 
is so much excitement in living, so many 
new tensions, that you have to first be very 
sure of yourself.” 


France believes in him 


Youth was the enemy of his marriage, 
and Rod hasn’t forgotten it. He’s a sensi- 
tive guy afraid of getting hurt. But one 
thing is certain: France. who has been 
deeply hurt herself, will handle Rod’s 
heart gently if he'll give her the chance. 
She’s no more a person who settles for 
surface values than he is. She has the Con- 
tinental woman’s ability to be a man’s 
friend and the Oriental woman’s under- 
standing. She can sit in a room and share 
a silence, she'll spend a happy evening 
cueing him on a script, a happy Saturday 
being taught to swim. She believes in his 
talent, and when they sail into the bustle 
and limelight of a premiere, both of them 
essentially nervous, essentially shy, are 
reinforced and at peace—because they’re 
together. 

This is a man with a dynamic potential. 
He values himself as a man and as an 
actor, and he’s not going to stop until he 
gets to the top. And one of these days, he’s 
going to forget the old wounds and be 
ready for love. He’s certainly in the mood. 

—JANE ARDMORE 








Be sure to see Rod in “Hong Kong,” on 


ABC-TV, Wednesdays at 7:30 P.M. EDT. | 
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DINAH SHORE 


Continued from page 67 


crisis that began in a city ironically 
labeled as the center of intrigue, romance 
and danger. 

It was nearly one o'clock as George 
Montgomery headed for the dining room 
of Hong Kong’s busiest hotel. The room 
was crowded and his arms were weighed 
down with photographs. Fortunately he 
had a reservation and was seated while he 
waited for his luncheon date—the luscious 
Israeli actress, Ziva Rodann. 

While waiting, George thumbed through 
the stack of pictures he had brought. His 
eye caught the stills of a love scene be- 
tween him and Ziva in “Samar,” the pic- 
ture he was also producing and directing. 
The shots were good—sharp and very 
realistic. 

When Ziva parted the bamboo drapes 
and stepped into the room her radiance, 
her low-cut dress, her alluring figure at- 
tracted the eye of every man in the room. 
As she sat talking to George and smiling, 
two elderly Chinese became so absorbed 
that their chopsticks missed the mark. A 
bowl of rice spilled on their table. 

George ordered an American lunch— 
steak sandwiches—and then they huddled 
over the pictures. 

Suddenly there was a great commotion 
at the door. A loud voice blared, “There 
—there she is.” A man, his face burning 
with anger, pushed by the maitre de and 
strode furiously toward the engrossed 
couple. 

“So this is what has been going on!” 
he bellowed. Everything came to a stand- 
still in the room. All eyes focused on what 
was now a trio—Ziva and George—and 
Prince Raimondo Orsini. The _ super- 
wealthy Italian playboy, once the love of 
former Queen Soraya of Iran, had become 
infatuated with Ziva in Rome. He dated 
her nightly, showered her with flowers 
and expensive presents. He had flown to 
Hong Kong only to see her. And where 
did he find her, he demanded in fury. Not 
at the plane where she was supposed to 
meet him, but here—with another man! 

Ziva tried to explain—she thought the 
plane was landing later that afternoon. 
Orsini wouldn’t listen. George tried to get 
in a word. It was useless—the tirade 
poured out in Italian and broken English. 


A duel! 


Suddenly the Prince looked at George 
with fiery eyes and said so loudly that 
everyone in the room heard, “I challenge 
you to a duel. Pistols will be the weapon. 
You will hear from me later.” He stormed 
off. Ziva stood dumbfounded, then quickly 
followed him. George was left alone to the 
stares of the silent patrons. He broke 
the silence by asking for the check. As if 
at a signal, the voices chatted again. This 
time about the American and the beautiful 
woman who, from all appearances, had 
been caught in a clandestine meeting by 
either her husband or her fiancé. Just 
like in the movies. 

George quickly paid the check and left. 
Outside in the hotel lobby stood Ziva and 
the Prince. This time he wasn’t yelling 





and she wasnt trowning. e spotted 
George and motioned for him to come 
over. George frowned. It was silly but if, 
after all, he had to fight a duel over a 
young and beautiful woman—what would 
Dinah think? 

“Mr. Montgomery,” he heard the Prince 
say. Then there was a pause, and sur- 
prised, George thought he saw a look of 
embarrassment on Orsini’s face. “I want to 
apologize,” Orsini began again. “Ziva has 
explained everything. Please—have dinner 
with us.” 

Almost reluctantly, George accepted the 
apology. He had been very angry and 
embarrassed. But there wasn’t time to 
hold a grudge. He had a picture to make. 

The episode went by the boards, 

Who was the girl who had caused it all 
to explode in the first place? Besides a 
stunning figure, she had an _ interesting 
background. She was born in Haifa, where 
her father taught mathematics at the Uni- 
versity, and she had served the required 
stint in the Israeli Army. She had married 
and divorced an Israeli government offi- 
cial. Visiting the United States a few years 
ago for the Wine Industry of Israel, she 
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was dining with a friend in Danny’s Hide- 
away in New York when producer Sam 
Spiegel spotted her. The result was a con- 
tract at U-I and a small role. 


Talk of the bachelor set 


It wasn’t long before the sultry actress 
was the talk of the eligible bachelor set 
in Hollywood. Among others on her list 
of admirers, at times, was Cary Grant. 
Their rendezvous in small, out-of-the-way 
restaurants led many to believe she might 
be the next Mrs. Cary Grant, if or when 
he divorced his estranged wife, Betsy 
Drake. Mac Krim, the one-time best beau 
of Kim Novak, also found Ziva fascinat- 
ing. She freely admits a woman should be 
exciting to men. (“That’s what she’s 
for.”) Her idiosyncrasies—like champagne 
and oranges for breakfast—her noncon- 
formity, made her the talk of many other 
females in the movie capital. Her reveal- 
ing dresses in “Samar” had eyes popping. 

Once, while running through shallow 
water for a scene, she tripped and fell. 
She submerged and then quickly emerged. 
When she regained her footing there was 
something missing. Even hardened crew 








members turned away, their faces flushed. 
Ziva had lost the top of her bathing suit. 
It must have snagged on a rock and been 
ripped off. 

Yet this didn’t faze her. She calmly 
stooped down. In one quick motion she 
located the garment and clutched it against 
her, until a wardrobe woman could hastily 
repair the snap. Then she announced to 
the embarrassed faces that she was ready 
to go back to work. 

This was Ziva, who for weeks had been 
working together so closely with George. 
And then—the incident of the duel. 

True, it was soon forgotten in Hong 
Kong—but not in Hollywood. One report 
was that, whatever George said, Ziva’s 
relationship with him was more than just 
business. Another report said that the 
Prince actually encountered George and 
Ziva in the middle of a love scene, as he 
made an unexpected visit to the set. 

Hollywood buzzed with the rumors. Had 
George fallen in love? Was Ziva in love 
with a married man? And, most of all they 
wondered: What did Dinah think? What 
would she do about it? 

Puortop tay talked to one of the players 
who had been on that overseas location. 

“I never actually saw anything that 
would indicate an affair,” the actor, who 
preferred to remain unidentified, told us. 
“But it wouldn’t surprise me. Ziva repre- 
sents sex with a capital S.” 

Ziva Rodann and George Montgomery 
returned to Hollywood a few days apart. 


What really happened 


“All of these rumors are ridiculous.” 
Ziva insisted, on her first day back. “This 
is what really happened. Raimondo tends 
to be very jealous. He was furious when 
I didn’t meet him at the airport. He 
thought I had stood him up for another 
date. He was burning with anger. He 
challenged George to a duel, but later he 
apologized instead.” 

She also said, “My relationship with 
George Montgomery was strictly on a 
business basis. He’s a married man—and 
happily married to Dinah Shore.” 

One of George Montgomery’s friends 
agreed. “George and Dinah occasionally 
have misunderstandings like any married 
couple,” the friend said, “but they are too 
much in love to toss away their marriage 
just because of rumors. I think Dinah 
would trust George even if he were ship- 
wrecked on a desert island with the most 
beautiful woman in the world.” 

Dinah was in Palm Springs with the 
two children when George returned. He 
immediately joined her. Neither would 
discuss the rumors publicly. Neither 
thought it was necessary, their representa- 
tive said. 

Yet we learned later from another 
source that Dinah was concerned. She had 
heard the rumors, of course. And Ziva 
Rodann certainly would be a temptation 
to almost any man. Besides, any woman 
would wonder, at a time like this, about 
her man and her marriage. If the duel 
had gone ahead, if a pistol shot had been 
fired, innocent or guilty, the scandal would 
have rocked Dinah’s world. There was an- 
other case in Hollywood years ago, when 
an angry husband fired a bullet at a man 
he thought was having an affair with his 
actress-wife. They’re still talking aboui it. 









But it must have been extra hard for 
Dinah to know that everyone was asking, 
“How safe is Dinah’s marriage?” Because 
in December they will have their eighteenth 
anniversary, and there had never been so 
much as a whisper, before. In fact, they’ve 
been famous as one of Hollywood’s hap- 
piest couples. And you would have to 
know her life before George came into it 
to understand how much it means to 
Dinah to have and to keep his love. 

When they were married, on December 
5. 1943, some know-it-alls gave them six 
weeks to last. Some others said no, on their 
way back from the honeymoon on George’s 
sister's Montana ranch, they'll stop in 
Reno and get the divorce. They wondered 
aloud how she’d ever gotten him away 
from Hedy Lamarr, to whom he was 
rumored engaged. They couldn’t see a 
lasting union between a big, handsome, 
successful bachelor for whom _ beautiful 
girls fell hard, and a girl like Dinah with 
talent but absolutely no glamour. 


George gave her glamour 


Dinah freely admits that George put all 
the glamour into her and her life—and 
all the security. She had been a skinny, 
homely little girl who limped until her 
teens from polio in her babyhood. She had 
a strong-willed mother and a_ brilliant 
older sister to overshadow her. And until 
her family earned respect and position in 
the small Tennessee town where they came 
to live. she quivered under the cruel anti- 
Semitism of other children. Her answer 
to all of this was to work and struggle 
until buck-toothed litthe Fanny Shore be- 
came Dinah Shore. 

Even then, until she met George at the 
Stage Door Canteen, her life had been 
without romance and love. She said of 
herself later, “I had to be loved, I had to 
win everybody’s affection.” And George 
said, “What attracted me to Dinah was 
the same quality I saw in my mother. She 
was so generous.” 

The marriage thrived. Missy was born 


in 1948 and Jody was adopted six years | 
later. Both Montgomerys prospered career- | 


wise, but Dinah got the bigger share of 
fame and name. Though she would 
never let a day go by without driving home 
for dinner with her family 
back to the studio, they still had to share 
her with a week-and-a-half work week. 

“My biggest fear.” 
“is that with my work I’m taking some- 
thing away from George and the children 
Add to that the travels and separations, 
and you can see where the fear can carry 
over. 

No one will ever know what Dinah 
thinks of it. She has always gone by what 
her mother taught her, “You don’t wash 
your linen in public” and “A girl’s reputa- 
tion is like a white satin dress.” 

No one knows for sure what went on 
between Dinah and George when, finally, 
he came home from Hong Kong. They 
seemed to resume their life together as 
if nothing had happened. Yet something 
had happened. A question had been raised: 
How safe is Dinah’s marriage? Maybe 
asked unfairly—but still asked. 

—Tovp RowLanp 


Dinah’s on “The Chevy Show,” Sundays, 
NBC-TV, at 9 P.M. EDT and George is in 
“Samar” and “The Steel Claw,” Warners. 





before going | 


she has confessed, | 
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ABLE BABY 


Continued from page 34 


world’s—name for Clark Gable. The King! 

Kay said none of this. She spoke with 
pleasure of the beautiful baby, and de- 
scribed the loveliness with which he is 
surrounded. And the joy her two older 
children, Bunker and Joannie, take in their 
new little brother. 

Bunker’s framed picture is in the 
nursery. It stands on a writing table where 
Kay sits, in the charming yellow and white 
basket chair, when she holds the baby. 

The room is all sunny color, right down 
to the zoo-full of stuffed animals all over 
the place. A huge elephant, all kinds and 
shapes of bunnies and dogs, sit on chests, 
are tucked into bed, peer out from corners. 
A very comic-looking French poodle on 
the floor guards the crib, but when you 
look close—it’s really a play table. The 
soft covering is so a little boy won't hurt 
himself against it when he begins crawling 
into things. And he certainly can’t feel 
alone with so many woolly friends around. 
Even the rug is a white bearskin. 

The crib, with its high canopy ruffled in 
yellow and white, carries two precautions. 
On one post there is a big toy clock with 
a tag tied right to the hour hand. “Sh-h-h,” 
it warns, “Baby’s asleep.” And one of the 
pillows warns: “Please do not kiss me.” 

White drapes and gayly flowered win- 
dow shades repeat the color scheme. The 
room is very large and holds much furni- 
ture. Besides all the baby’s pieces there is 
a yellow upholstered day bed where an 
adult can sleep. And one adorable mother- 
child bit is a very small knee-hole desk to 
match Kay’s writing table—the table with 
Bunker’s picture on it. 

Bunker, eleven, and Joannie, nine—Kay’s 
children by her marriage to Adolph 
Spreckels—are half-brother and half-sister 
to John Clark Gable, but they don’t think 
in halves. He is their baby brother, and 
every night there’s a hassle between them 
to hold him first. Kay laughed as she told 
how they keep count, Joannie usually com- 
plaining that Bunker had him longer. 

There are times when the big brother 
acts more like a father. Especially the day 
when this baby came into the world by 
Caesarean section. No one who heard how 
Bunker haunted the hospital waiting room 
could feel anything but a catch at the 
heart. Expectant fathers paced up and 
down, down and up—and among them an 













eleven-year-old boy. The only man in the 
family for his mother to lean on now. 


The christening robe 


Then there was the incident of the 
christening dress. Kay told me about it on 
the phone. The christening was to take 
place in about six weeks, she said, with her 
close friend Mrs. Carl Leigh as a god- 
mother, and Kay’s brother Vince Williams 
as godfather. The christening robe had 
been designed and made by Don Loper. 

“The kids and I took it out of its tissue 
paper folds, and it’s lovely,” Kay said, 
“but Bunker was furious. ‘My brother isn’t 
going to wear a dress,’ he stormed. ‘And 
a bonnet. If Pa knew, he’d be furious.’ ” 

He knew what Pa would like and what 
he’d scorn. They’d been close to Pa, they’d 
been his children, too. He loved them dear- 
ly—doted on them, in fact. He planned 
surprises for them, helped them with their 
homework. Kay once told me of the time 
Clark and Bunker were both supposed to 
be in bed with colds. She discovered her 
husband, not in bed, but with Bunker. 
They were going over his multiplication 
tables together. By the time the boy got 
well they were up to the tens. 

Clark wanted the children with him 
whenever it could be. When he was going 
to Europe to make “It Happened in 
Naples” with Sophia Loren, he told me of 
his plans to take along Kay and the 
children and a nurse. 

“You know Kay has this bum heart,” he 
said, “and I can’t get her to slow down 
or take it easy. Hell, she goes right on 
as if nothing happened.” 

There was a glow of pride about him as 
he spoke of Kay, but I remembered well 
his stricken look during the time she suf- 
fered her heart attack. It seemed the end 
of the world for him, and I think it may 
have been if she hadn’t recovered. 

But, blessedly, she did. She went along 
with Clark to “The Misfits” location and 
she literally lived for him. Whatever he 
wanted, she did with a willing heart. She 
devoted her life to him cheerfully and 
loved every minute of it. And everybody 
on the set loved her. When Marilyn Mon- 
roe learned Kay was pregnant, she sent 
over the maternity clothes she herself had 
worn for the baby she’d expected, hoped 
for—and lost. 

“Hey girl,” Kay later phoned her, “these 
things had to be let out quite a bit, you 
know.” (Now Kay said that she thought 
Marilyn would like to have a picture of 
Clark’s son. And one of the first to be sent 
out went to Marilyn.) 


Far left is a baby pic- 
ture of Clark Gable. 
Next to it is his son, 
John Clark. There’s 
a definite resemblance, 
everyone agrees. “If 
only Clark could have 


seen him,” says Kay. 


e crisis of her life 


The humor and the fortitude for which 
they all admired Kay—she was to need 
in the worst crisis of her life. 

“I was with Clark—in his hospital room 
—seconds after his heart stopped,” she 
said during our phone conversation. “I put 
my hand to his ear and it was warm. I 
kept it there to hold on to the warmth 
and life of him. But the warmth faded and 
death took over and Clark was gone from 
me. I kept saying, ‘I love you, Pa. I love 
you. But the Clark I loved had slipped 
away from me. 

“Many times during the dreadful period 
that followed I came close to a breakdown. 
I knew I could never have gone on if | 
hadn’t been carrying his child. I knew I 
had part of him with me and it kept me 
going. Each time I felt like giving in to 
despair, I’d remember my responsibility to 
Pa and keep going.” 

There was a second’s silence. 

“And now,” she said simply, “I’m 
blessed. I have three wonderful children 
and the memory of a wonderful man.” She 
went on then like every new mother since 
time began. 

“The baby’s the image of Clark, isn’t 
he?” she asked. “A real carbon copy. And 
so smart.” 

Maternal pride all but sang over the 
wires. 

“I know he’s smart,” I told her. “I can 
see it in the bright little face.” 

“Oh, sure,” she laughed. “I told a friend 
I’m sure John Clark will be up next week 
answering his fan mail. It pours in by the 
hundreds. By the way, a columnist insists 
she’s going to call him Clark, and that’s 
that. I told her to be my guest, it’s fine 
with me.” 

Kay herself calls him John, as Clark 
wanted it. He had felt that Clark Jr. would 


be a burdensome name to carry. 


“That dark little head.. .’’ 


She was so cheerful, this Kay on the 
telephone. She said, “That dark little head 
in his bed—it’s really something to see.” 

And then suddenly, like a cry torn from 
the heart, it came. 

“Oh, Sara, if only Pa could have seen 
him for just one hour! For just five 
minutes!” 

I don’t know how to comfort her. You 
can’t tell Kay Gable to be brave—she is! 

I said, “Kay, Johnny’s a legacy. He’s a 
legacy to you, and to everyone who knew 
and loved his father—and everyone who 
was crazy for him on the screen all those 
years. Just—take care of our baby for 
us, Kay.” 

The cry went out of her voice. She said 
quietly, “You’re right. He belongs to every- 
one who loved Clark. Say a little prayer 
for the baby, won’t you?” 

I don’t think she meant that just for 
me. I think she was asking everybody 
who'd loved Clark Gable to say a prayer 
for the baby he had loved but never got to 
see. So I took it on myself to answer for 
everybody. I think it was a safe promise 
to make: 

“We will, Kay—we all will.” 

It was silent on the wire for a moment. 

But then she said one more thing. 

“And, Sara—say a prayer for Pa.” 

—Sara HAMILTON 


Clark’s last picture was U A’s “The Misfits.” 
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JACK AND JACKIE 


Continued from page 60 


And that was the beginning. On a bright, 
sparkling autumn day, Jackie stood at the 
back of the church and heard the music 
start. She heard, too, the rustling of seven 
hundred guests as they turned for their 
first look at the bride. She was wearing a 
taffeta faille gown with a portrait neck- 
line and a bouffant skirt. It was a creamy 
white to go with the lace veil, now faintly- 
yellowed, that had been her grandmother’s. 
Her something borrowed was a lace hand- 
kerchief from her mother; the something 
blue was a garter; the something new, a 
diamond bracelet from Jack. She started 
down the aisle to meet Jack and his best 
man, his brother Bobby. Some of the 
guests noticed that she clung rather tightly 
to the arm of her stepfather, Hugh Auchin- 
closs. 

“This marriage will take a lot of work- 
ing out,” she had said. Perhaps, at that 
moment, she was remembering this. 


She had much to learn 


She thought she knew Jack Kennedy. 
But like so many brides, she found she 
had much to learn about the man she’d 
married. He was not romantic in the usual 
sense. When he was courting her, along 
with the candy and flowers, he had brought 
her books on politics and American history 
—and it was obvious these were the im- 
portant gifts. 

She remembered that her mother had 
once told her to judge a man by his cor- 
respondence. At her wedding, she told her 
guests about this. Then, with a mischie- 
vous look at Jack, she held up a card post- 
marked Bermuda. On one side was a 
scarlet hibiscus blossom; on the other 
were scrawled the words: “Wish you were 
here. Cheers, Jack.” Jackie said, “This is 
my entire correspondence from Jack.” 

But if there was no packet of love letters 
to tie up with ribbon and sachet, there was 
something else. 

A year before her wedding, Jackie had 
spent a weekend in Acapulco with her 
parents. She saw a house there, a charm- 
ing pink house built on levels against a 
rosy-tan cliff right over the blue sea. It 
was a perfect house for a honeymoon and 
Jackie thought that’s where she would like 
to spend hers. 

And on her wedding day, after she had 
tossed the bridal bouquet to the waiting 
girls and then changed into a gray suit, it 
was to that pink house by the sea that Jack 
Kennedy brought her. 

In the clinking of coins in the phone slot. 
when he used to call her from Massachu- 
setts, Jackie had heard the promise of ex- 
citement. Now that promise began to come 
true. Jack’s life was a hectic one and 
Jackie, finding her place in it, decided that 
she enjoyed it. They were always going 
someplace—to make a speech, to a political 
rally, to Europe. Between trips, they lived 
in rented houses or in houses that belonged 
to their parents. 

“You don’t really long for a home of 
your own,” Jackie said, “unless you have 
children.” 

They were happy. But there were rough 
spots, too. 

There was the dinner Jackie had planned 





so careiully. As a senators wite, she had 
drawn up a list of rules, even for informal 
dinners: “Good food and attractive sur- 
roundings. Guests who are interested in 
what another has to say. A round table so 
conversation can be general. Lighting not 
too bright. A feeling of spontaneity.” 


Jack walked out 


But that night, what happened was too 
spontaneous. The conversation was domi- 
nated by Jackie’s interests—“things of the 
spirit,” Jack said, “art, literature and the 
like.” Jack grew restless. He would have 
preferred a political agrument, a heated 
one if possible. And finally, in the middle 
of the conversation, Jack pushed his chair 
back, stood up from the table and walked 
out. 

To Jackie, it must have come as a shock. 
“T can’t picture disagreeing,” she said. “He 
always seems so right.” So, together, they 
began to make the little adjustments that 
come in every marriage. Jack liked politics 
and American history; Jackie liked art. 
Jack preferred steaks and roasts with po- 
tatoes or noodles; Jackie liked French 
food. Jack felt comfortable in open shirts 
and a sports jacket; Jackie loved dressing 


up. Jack enjoyed sailing, golf, water-skiing | 


and touch football; Jackie was more the 
indoor type. Eventually, they learned to 
live and like, as well as love. 

“T learned about American history with 
Jack’s help,” she said, “and he became a 
fastidious dresser with a little of my en- 
couragement.” 

Yet these were only the small things. 
There were big adjustments to make, too. 
The strong bond between them helped. 

“We both have inquiring minds,” 
said. 
other. 
him.” 

It helped, too, to know that: “Jack would 
do anything I asked him to.” 

Jackie felt that her own family was “very 
close,” even though, through divorces and 
remarriages, she had a full sister, a step- 
sister, a half-sister, two step-brothers and 
a half-brother. “The fact that we cling 
together is a tribute to my mother,” she 
said. 

But even her own family ties could not 
have prepared her for the togetherness of 
the Kennedys. They were wonderful—or 
in their family word for anyone wonderful, 
they were “fantastic’—and they were 
warmly welcoming. She loved them all in- 
dividually, adored her father-in-law. And 
Bobby, she said, was “the most fantastic 
Kennedy next after Jack. He is the one I 
would put my hand in the fire for.” She 
has taught Caroline pride in her name and 
heritage, sometimes even sternly. When 
the child weeps over a small hurt, Jackie 
tells her, “Kennedys don’t cry.” And it 
was Jackie herself who urged that they 
move into the “Kennedy Compound” at 
Hyannis Port, Massachusetts, for summer 
vacations, so Caroline could grow up close 
to her cousins. 

But in time she admitted that Kennedys 
en masse were overwhelmingly too much 
of a good thing. She and Jack would take 
the little walk to his folks’ place evening 
after evening. The huge dining table 
would be spread with its impeccable cloth 
and set with treasured  silver—while 
around it sat never less and usually more 
than a dozen hotly arguing Kennedys. Not 


she 
“That’s the reason we chose each 
I have always felt so alive with 
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personal arguments—Jjust opinionated bat- 
tles over politics, sports or whatever ex- 
cited them. Jackie rebelled, finally. “Once 
a week is great,” she said. “Not every 
night.” And after breaking her ankle at 
their favorite game, touch football, she 
stayed out of those family scrimmages, too. 


The ‘“‘spite fence’’ 


During Jack’s campaign for the presi- 
dency, Jackie put up a fence around their 
vacation home to keep out the hordes of 
reporters, photographers and curious peo- 
ple. But gossips called it a “spite fence” 
and said it was put up to keep out 
Kennedys, too. 

Yet Jackie found that the Kennedys 
think all the better of her when she stands 
on her own rights. On Jack’s sailboat, the 
Ventura, they would often cruise all to- 
gether along the Massachusetts coast, lazi- 
ly content in the hot sun blazing down on 
the water. But come lunchtime and the in- 
laws would picnic on peanut butter sand- 
wiches and Cokes, sprawling in the bow, 
while in the stern Jackie passed unusual 
French delicacies to her husband and 
guests. And nobody thought anything of it. 
“They seem proud of the things I do differ- 
ently,” she said. “The very things you 
think would alienate them bring you closer 
to them.” 

Her marriage was a pendulum swing 
from extreme to extreme—from the clan’s 
too-togetherness to too much aloneness 
from the one she wanted most to be with. 
When she married Jack, she thought she 
knew. what she was getting into. But 
the separations were worse than she'd 
dreamed. And for the first four years, while 
he raced all over the country, she was 
alone whenever she could not go with him. 
She had no child to occupy her time and 
heart. When Jack was away she kept busy 
enough with her books and painting, so 
that she was at least content—but never 
happy without him. 

Perhaps the closest time in their early 
marriage was the frightening eight months 
during which his old back injury nearly 
cost him his life. He’d been hurt playing 
wild college football—to keep up with his 
adored older brother Joe, who was killed 
in the war. Jack’s own heroic rescue of his 
PT-boat crew during the war made the old 





injury even worse. During chronic bouts 0 
terrible pain he must have been haunted 
by the thought that he could end up crip- 
pled like his sister Rosemary, a spinal men- 
ingitis victim who now lives in a Wisconsin 
nursing home. Finally, in 1954, he decided 
to risk a dangerous spinal operation. Jackie 
watched as they wheeled her husband away 
on a stretcher to the operating room. She 
waited, pale and anxious, until the doctor 
finally emerged. He told her the operation 
had failed. And Jack was so near death 
that the rest of the family was called to his 
bedside. With stricken eyes, she watched 
as a priest came, too, to administer the last 
rites to her husband. But Jack doggedly 
pulled through, for a second operation that 
did work. 

During the long convalescence, his bride 
of a year lived for one thing—to cheer him. 
Reading to him, running contests to see 
who could memorize the most poetry—that 
was the least of it. She poked in old book- 
stores for odd books to rouse his interest, 
she found crazy presents to make him 
laugh. And one particularly grumpy eve- 
ning she stayed outside the room door 
while she sent in a visitor who announced, 
“I’m your new night nurse.” It was Grace 
Kelly! 

In Palm Beach, still bed-ridden, Jack 
used his time writing what turned out to be 
a best seller and Pulitzer prize winner, 
“Profiles in Courage.” But without Jackie 
it couldn’t have happened. She helped with 
the research. She sat long hours by his bed 
with a pad of ruled yellow paper, taking 
notes, or writing down whole chapters in 
longhand. The preface pays tribute to “my 
wife Jacqueline whose help . . . I cannot 
ever adequately acknowledge.” 

She did more than that for him—she 
taught him to paint. She gave him her ma- 
terials and brushes and he sloshed away in 
bed. He had turned out some promising 
pictures before his mother finally balked 
at the splattered bedclothes. She made him 
hold off until he could sit on a chair in the 
bathroom—it was more washable! 

Husband and wife both learned from the 
pain and companionship of those eight 
months. Jackie came out of it more of a 
woman—more tender. more understanding. 
She said of him, “He was so brave—al- 
ways.” And he came to understand her ups 
and downs—they’ve remained part of her 
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charm tor him. [hey Can always make ed 
other laugh, and he can never “get mad” 
with her. The man who was too busy be- 
fore marriage to think about a woman’s 
mind or emotions now admired both in his 
wife. It helped, in the next few troubled 
years. For in 1955, the girl who so longed 
to have children suffered a miscarriage. 
And in 1956 he lost—by a hair—the nom- 
ination for Vice President. He took his de- 
feat alone in Los Angeles where the con- 
vention was held, and she took it by the 
radio at home, because she was again ex- 
pecting a child. But, a month prematurely, 
the baby was born by*emergency Caesa- 
rean section—dead. 

That third year of their marriage was the 
bitterest, and Jackie almost did not survive 
it. There were people who thought the 
marriage itself wouldn’t survive, but it did. 
Some time before their third wedding an- 
niversary, the young Kennedys sat down 
together and frankly talked out their mar- 
riage problems. Out of the searching reap- 
praisal came a new growth in accepting 
each other’s personal preferences, tastes 
and ways. Also, judging from Jackie’s re- 
marks later, they had arrived at a deeper 
understanding of the husband-and-wife 
role. 

When Caroline was born, the day after 
Thanksgiving, 1957, Jackie’s happiness 
was so great that she used to fight off fall- 
ing asleep. She would lie in bed willing 
herself to stay awake so she could savor 
every last blissful moment of each day with 
a husband and baby to love. 


A home of their own 


To add bliss, when Caroline was three 
weeks old, they moved at last into a home 
of their own—a red brick Federal style 
dreamhouse in Georgetown, outside of 
Washington, D. C. More often than not, the 
man of the house was away, covering the 
country on speaking tours. And even when 
he was home, Jackie said, “Weekends when 
most people are relaxing, Jack works hard- 
est.” But when he could, he enjoyed the 
soothing drawing room with its chairs com- 
fortably upholstered in palest green . . 
the offbeat touch of pink-gilt cups and 
saucers used as cigarette containers and 
ash trays . . . Caroline’s gold-belled coral 
baby rattle for an ornament. The house 
was full of pictures and books and flowers. 
And regularly, out of the kitchen, went 
Jack’s daily lunch to his Capitol office-— 
nourishing meat and vegetable and potato 
meals that his wife believed in for a grow- 
ing senator who used up a lot of energy. A 
hot plate, just like baby Caroline’s, kept 
the food warm on the trip over. Jack was 
so intrigued, he stopped snatching a sand- 
wich or candy bar for lunch. Soon he was 
asking for three or four or more hot plates, 
for guests who admired Jackie’s “catering.” 

After the bliss of finally achieving moth- 
erhood, the new pregnancy, in 1960, was 
super-bliss. But once again she was torn 
two ways. She was doing everything a wife 
possibly could to help her husband win the 
biggest campaign of them all. Yet all the 
while she was deathly afraid of what this 
over-exertion could do to the baby expect- 
ed at Christmas. It would be her third 
Caesarean. After the election, only those 
close to her knew the fear in which she 
rode beside him in the victory parade. It 
was the peak moment of his career—may- 
be even of his life!—and her strength was 
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nearly spent. A tew weeks later John Ken- 
nedy Jr. came into the world prematurely. 
Only a matter of minutes—and luck and 
a good doctor—saved him. 

These are the hazards of life that the 
young couple pulled through. How did 
they come out of it—the young wife who 
was once considered to have more intellect 
than tenderness, and the husband to have 
more power-drive than insight into her 
needs? Jackie’s own words reveal the 
change. When they were engaged, she said, 
“T think Jack is up to anything .. . he 
gives others confidence with him I 
think I could do anything.” Now she 
sounds like millions of happy wives: “I’m 
an old-fashioned wife . . . keeping a house 
is a joy to me. One of my greatest pleas- 
ures is to see that everyone else is happy 
in it.” 


They need each other 


Much of the happiness lies in needing 
each other. His job may have to come first. 
like so many men’s. And she keeps up a 
busy outer and inner life of children, home, 
books, painting. But everyone close to 
them says they would be lost without each 
other. When she walks out of a room, his 
eyes follow her. If she is gone too long he 
asks restlessly, “Where’s Jackie?” ... And 
of her need for him, and the children’s 
need, she says, “Even if he is President, 
we must have some time with him.” 

But, of course, even though Jack now 
understands her need, there is still no such 


her own. 
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big part of her life wise still be lived on 


Nevertheless, Jackie can now say of mar- 
riage, “It’s easier for the wife to make the 
husband happy. His career is half his life, 
so if the wife does the mimimal things, he 
will be content. But if the wife is happy, 
full credit should be given to the husband.” 

Jackie is happy. And one reason is this: 
that busy as her husband is, he notices her 
—notices everything about her. The night 
of the inaugural ball she put on the gown 
that an entire nation would be eager to see 
on TV. Every detail of her costume had 
been carefully planned, designed to be per- 
fect for the occasion—exquisite yet sim- 
ple. But at the last minute he felt that she 
would be even more beauitful wearing a 
necklace with this gown. 

She put on the necklace. 

He had paid her the compliment of real- 
ly seeing her, and she had returned the 
compliment of accepting his taste and his 
decision. 

Books, records, a necklace, a diamond 
bracelet, a call from a pay-booth station, 
a battered old postcard, a tie when she 
knows he’d prefer to go tieless, a walk 
when he’d rather read, a book dedicated 
to her—but probably the greatest gift Jack 
has given Jackie lies in this, which she so 
candidly admitted: “Happiness is not 
where you think you find it. ’'m determined 
not to worry. So many people poison every 
day worrying about the next. I’ve learned 
a lot from Jack.” —JuLia CorBin 
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people sat wide-eyed. Jimmy went on. 

“I am very—honored to accept this 
award for Gary Cooper. I’m only sorry 
that he—isn’t here tonight to accept it in 
person. But I know that he is sitting be- 
side his television set tonight.” His eyes 
lifted suddenly. In the vast auditorium 
everyone knew that he had forgotten them, 
forgotten the cameras. Now Stewart was 
looking past them, speaking to one man 
alone. “So, Coop, I'll get this to you right 
away, and, Coop, I want you to know this— 
that with this goes all the warm friend- 
ship—and the affection—and. .. .” For a 
moment he could not go on. Then he raised 
his head and stumbling a little, finished 
his sentence. “—and the admiration—and 
the deep—the deep respect of all of us. 
We’re very proud of you Coop—all of us 
are—tremendously proud.” 

Then, holding his friend’s Oscar in his 
hand, he turned and went swiftly off the 
stage. The applause broke in wave after 
wave, washing across the footlights, thun- 
dering through the auditorium. It poured 
across the country, into people’s homes 
and into their hearts. It flooded through a 
television set turned on in a Beverly Hills 
home where a tall, gaunt man, painfully 
propped up on pillows, heard it—and 
turned his face away for a moment. 

Gary Cooper was sick—sicker than any- 
one but he, his family, his doctor and a 
few close friends knew. Now, he realized, 
everyone would guess. And he knew that 
if they asked him directly what was wrong, 





he would use the word they 
avoided. 
“Yes, | have cancer,” he would say. 
He’d been telling the truth for so long; 
he couldn’t stop now. 


so carefully 


Why me? 


Gary Cooper, lying back against the 
pillows with his eyes half shut, could not 
keep his mind focused on the television 
screen. Something was troubling him. A 
question. He had been asking it for many, 
many years. Now, seeing Jimmy Stewart’s 
tear-filled eyes and hearing the sound of 
love from the audience in Santa Monica, 
the question returned to haunt him again. 

“Why me?” Gary Cooper wondered. 
“Why do they care about me?” 

Restlessly, he turned his head from side 
to side, wondering. He was not likely to 
find the answer. No one in Hollywood 
was likely to give it to him. 

But there was an answer. It was spelled 
out in the very tissue of his life. It had 
made him a legend in his own time. 

The roots of the legend, of course, lay 
in his childhood. 

He was called Frank Cooper then. 
To his mother, who came of English stock, 
a childhood in Helena, Montana, meant 
that her son would learn how to ride a 
horse, and rope a steer and little else. She 
decided he’d be better off in England. 
When Frank was nine, she shipped him 
off to the Dunstable Grammar School 
Bedfordshire. 

When he returned, several years later, 
he had changed. His Montana drawl had 
been tightened into clipped British speech. 
His clothes had an English schoolboy cut. 
His manners had improved. His teachers, 
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Personalized Xmas cds 


Get your own at WHOLESALE. 
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bewildered by the curriculum he had 
studied abroad, dropped him back a grade 
into a younger class. 

Within two days he was the butt of a 
hundred school jokes. Boys, who a few 
years before had been his friends, teased 
and tormented him. It was a bewildering 
experience, but he didn’t have time to 
puzzle it out. He was too busy fighting his 
way to and from school every day. After 
a while the boys began to respect his fists, 
and life became easier. 

Now that he had won the right to speak 
and dress as he liked, he began to ask 
himself questions. Who was he? Did he 
really want to be an English schoolboy? 
His answer was to let his speech soften 
again and learn to ride and rope and 
shoot. He would be what he had been 
born—a Western youngster. 

In his early teens, Frank Cooper sud- 
denly grew tall. He was sixteen when 
America entered World War I. He was 
big enough—if not exactly old enough— 
to quit school and help on his father’s 
cattle ranch during the manpower short- 
age. He jumped at the chance. It came as 
a shock to discover that getting up at five 
A.M. wasn’t the fun he thought it would 
be. Or patching range fences at forty 
below. But for two years he grit his teeth 
and hung on, till it was okay to quit and 
go back to school. And he wondered if the 
years in England had spoiled him after 
all. If he wasn’t going to be a rancher, 
— would he do with his life? Who was 

e? 


A future in art? 


Now when he was already three years 
older than anyone in his class, he was in 
an automobile accident. He emerged with 
a badly broken hip, another leave of 
absence from school, and time on _ his 
hands. Propped up in a chair, unable to 
use his legs, he remembered a childhood 
hobby, called for a drawing board and 
pencil and began to sketch. He produced 
some amusing cartoons, and a few recog- 
nizable caricatures. Some of the cartoons 
were political; he sent them off to a local 
newspaper. They were printed. Frank 
Cooper decided happily that he had found 
his vocation at last—he would be an artist. 

Soon as he was back on his feet he set 
out to complete his high school education 
so he could enter Grinnell College in lowa 
as an Art Major. 

He liked Grinnell. But at the end of 
three years, business took his family to 
California. Frank joined them there for 
the summer. A look at the bustling com- 
munity growing up around the movie in- 
dustry in Los Angeles gave him an idea. 
He decided to quit Grinnell, get a job as 
a commercial artist and save enough 
money to go to a really good art school in 
Chicago. Full of confidence, he set out to 
get a job. 

He got one, too. 

And got fired. Surprised, he went look- 
ing for another. The same thing happened. 
And a third time, and a fourth. 

He learned that he was good enough to 
get a job as an artist—but not good 
enough to hold it. Seeing his work with 
new eyes, he came to understand that it 
would never be quite good enough. 

For the third time in his life, the be- 
wildered young man took stock of himself. 






is time almost in despair. He was twen- 
ty-five, he couldn’t go on living off his 
parents. He’d do anything to earn his way. 

He ran into an old Montana acquaint- 
ance who told him that if a man could 
sit a horse in crowd scenes, there was 
money to be earned at the film studios. 
And if he could fall off a horse effectively 
without killing himself or the horse, the 
money was even better. There were worse 
ways to make a living. He forced Chicago 
and art school out of his mind and went 
after a movie career. 


A career is born 


Sam Goldwyn, producing a _ picture 
called “The Winning of Barbara Worth,” 
found, at the last minute, that he was 
stuck for an actor to play a shy young 
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cowboy, doomed to die. He looked around 
the lot and found a tall young stunt rider 
with an appealing, not-exactly-handsome 
face, and an interesting rolling walk. He 
offered Frank (now known as Gary) 
Cooper the role. Nervously, Gary accepted. 
In clear focus on the screen for once, he 
lay down to die. 

And a career was born. 

Paramount saw him and signed him for 
$125 a week. He had “arrived.” 

Now when he went to the studio in 
the morning, guards nodded pleasantly, 
executives smiled. He was given sophisti- 
cated roles, in which he wore tuxedos, 
drank cocktails, made love to beautiful 
women. Clara Bow, the “It” girl, became 
a close friend and used her influence to 
get him better parts. He became known 
as the “It” boy. He wore his tuxedo and 
drank cocktails off-screen as well as on. 
He dated beautiful women, too, one of 
them the tempestuous, glamorous star, 
Lupe Velez. Their two names made the 
gossip columns regularly. Gary’s billing 
got more important. People told him he 
was on his way. 


Yet whenever the pace slackened, he 
found himself troubled again. On his way 
to where? 

Talking pictures came in with a very 
audible bang. Gary’s studio hunted for a 
vehicle on which to try him in this new 
medium. 

They found it in a book called “The Vir- 
ginian.” 

The picture was a Western. Its hero was 
not sophisticated. He was tall and lean 
and mostly silent. When he spoke, he 
chose his words carefully. Insulted in a 
saloon, he did not shoot the place up 
or shoot off his mouth. He merely said, 
“When you say that, smile.” 

Today the phrase is trite with over- 
use. Then, The Virginian was new—some- 
one very different, very special. 

To everyone’s surprise, the character- 
ization swept the country like a clean, 
fresh wind—blowing many good things 
Gary Cooper’s way. Suddenly he found 
himself famous, talked about, written 
about—in a new way. People—strangers, 
fans, acquaintances—began to revere him, 
bring problems to him, write him saying 
that he had influenced their lives. They 
wrote that it was good to know a man like 
Gary Cooper really existed. He told him- 
self they were simply confusing him with 
a part he’d played. But he couldn’t help 
noticing that off-screen, too, he had 
changed. He still went to night clubs, wore 
tuxedos, romanced lovely Lupe. But now 
it was impossible for him to believe he 
was enjoying it. The papers speculated 
openly on when he and Lupe would 
marry; he knew in his heart they never 
would. He began to go home earlier from 
parties, sometimes he didn’t go to them 
at all. He began to see fewer people and 
talk to them less. He felt more and more 
strongly that his stunning career was 
nothing but a fluke, a fake. He was no 
actor, never would be. Then he would re- 
member The Virginian. That one portrayal 
—of that quiet, strong man—had been 
real and honest. Why? 


In search of peace 


Between overwork and puzzlement, his 
health broke down. On impulse he went 
to Africa with friends who owned a home 
there. And there, with a gun in his hand, 
with the dark jungle around him, in the 
company of men surviving a dangerous 
life, he found the man he wanted to be— 
and believed he could become. 

What he found was a man who was 
quiet, strong and gentle; who felt right 
when he was alone or with someone he 
loved; who spoke only when he had some- 
thing to say; who slept best after a hard 
day’s work; who knew fear and overcame 
it. 

He learned why he had given a true and 
real performance in “The Virginian.” 

It was because inside himself, in every 
way that counted, he was The Virginian. 

And having once learned that, having 
found himself after so many false starts, 
he vowed that he would never get lost 
again. 

He came home to Hollywood full of 
determination. He met a woman who of- 
fered more than attraction and excitement 
—a steady love and a life to be built 
together. This time he did not hesitate. 
He and Rocky Balfe were married, and 
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they bought a ranch on which to live. 

He intended only to build a way of life 
that would be true to himself and those 
who loved him. 

But out of it sprang—inevitably—the 
legend. For in his determination not to 
violate his integrity, Gary Cooper did 
things few other Hollywood stars had done. 
When work made the San Fernando Valley 
ranch impractical, he sold it, built an 
unpretentious home, and later one even 
less showy. There was no longer room 
in his life for what looked smart but 
didn’t function. 

When his daughter Maria was born, he 
refused to have her left with nurses and 
servants when he was called away from 
home. Families belong together, he said. 
Unglamorous or inconvenient, wherever 
he went, his family accompanied him. 

He gave up night life entirely. When he 
worked, he worked hard. When he was 
free, he took his wife East to Long Island 
for visits with her folks, or went to Idaho 
for the hunting season with Ernest Hem- 
ingway, another strong and quiet man. 
When there were only days off instead of 
weeks, he and his “two girls’”—he always 
called Rocky and Maria that—went swim- 
ming and skin-diving near home. 

When publicity people, reporters and 
columnists did succeed in reaching him, 
he did something even more extraordi- 
nary. He told them the truth. Did he like 
his current picture? He was just as likely 
to say “no” as “yes.” Interviews with 
Gary Cooper were never very long. But 
they were never dull. 


A legend grows 


Simultaneously, his on-screen legend 
grew. He turned down showy roles other 
actors fought for, he chose instead to play 
quiet and simple men. Sergeant York, who 
loathed killing on religious grounds yet 
served his God and country on the battle- 
fields of World War I. Lou Gehrig, the 
baseball player who fought against an 
incurable disease—and lost. The tragic 
young soldier of “A Farewell to Arms,” 
forced to choose between his duty and 
his love. Not one of them a conventional 
hero. They were instead troubled men try- 
ing to find their way through a difficult 
world. When they succeeded, it was not 
through luck or a gimmick, but by pain- 
fully toiling with their problems until they 
solved them. When they failed. it was with 
sorrow and without alibis. When they died, 
it was with dignity. He won an Oscar for 
his portrayal of Sergeant York and another 
for his role in “High Noon.” 

They were the men in whom Gary 
Cooper could believe. They were the men 
on whom he modeled the man he was 
making of himself. 

His own greatest trial came while he 
was making a movie called “The Fountain- 
head.” Patricia Neal, a young New York 
actress, was his co-star. She, too, was a 
cut different from most Hollywood stars. 
She was pale and blonde, with a husky 
voice and intense eyes—very attractive. 
For the first time since his marriage, 
Gary was linked to another woman. 

With every bit of the strength he had 
built up over the years, he fought against 
what was happening to him. When the 
picture was finished, he took Rocky on a 
second honeymoon. When they returned 

















to Hollywood, Pat was still there. was 
impossible for them not to meet, for the 
spark between them not to flare again. 

What was said, what was thought, what 
anguish was suffered during his last meet- 
ing with Pat, no one knew or would ever 
know. But Pat left Hollywood, and Gary 
took his wife and daughter on a long, 
quiet trip. When he returned, he was 
smiling again. 

Before then, he had fought the studio, 
fought luxury, fought every corrupting 
influence that had come between him and 
his image of a man. Now he had fought 
and beaten the most dangerous enemy of 
all—himself. 

Years later, when, under different 
stresses, he and Rocky separated for sev- 
eral months, he didn’t indulge himself in 
the sort of fling that many older, long- 
married Hollywood men have had. He 
spent his time alone, thinking, working 
through his troubles—a man accustomed 
to silence. When he had thought long 
enough, he went home to his wife and 
daughter, and took with him a weapon 
against whatever troubles the future might 
hold. His wife and daughter were Cath- 
olics. He was not. He determined to 
convert, so that they could worship and 
believe together and their home be im- 
measurably strengthened. 


Just the truth 


Reporters asked about his conversion. 
Coop told them flatly that he was no saint, 
nor about to become one. Being a Catholic, 
he said, would simply help him be a little 
less of a bum. 

And later, when he reported to a hospi- 
tal for his second operation in two months, 
he told the truth again. “Minor surgery,” 
the newspapermen who loved him, re- 
ported tactfully to the world. 

“Major,” said Gary Cooper. 
more. Just the truth. 

Now he was ill again. The cancer had 
spread, tearing through his body. 

As the doctors applied their cobalt 
radiation treatments, all Hollywood prayed 
and wept. 

For Gary Cooper had given Hollywood 
something that few others could. 

He gave it self-respect. 

He had centered his life around his 
work and had made his work a fine and 
honorable endeavor. He had created a 
public image of himself—and refused to 
betray it in private. 

“We're very proud of you, Coop,” Jim- 
my Stewart had whispered. “All of us 
are—tremendously proud.” 

Proud that you lived among us, worked 
among us. 

Proud that you are our product, our 
seed grown tall and straight. 

Proud that you have made us, as no one 
else ever did, proud of ourselves. 

That is the heart and core of the legend, 
the answer to the questions Gary Cooper 
asked. If he never knows that answer him- 


Nothing 


self, if he is unable to give himself enough | 


credit, it does not matter much. 
The pride is there. 
The legend is alive. 
They can never die. 


—CHARLOTTE DINTER 
You can see Gary in United Artists’ 
“The Naked Edge,” his last picture. 
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lives of Debbie and Eddie. Many more are 
destined to happen in the future. Their 
lives are bound together by two common 
bonds: Carrie Frances, with the sparkling 
eyes and lovable personality of her mother, 
and her little brother Todd Emanuel, who 
looks so much like the Daddy who went 
away when he was only a year old. 

Now his Daddy is back, and all the 
evidence is that it’s for keeps. Within a 
few days of the odd coincidence of the two 
calls to the same real estate office, the 
Fishers found the home they needed for 
themselves and Liz’ trio of young ones. 
(The Karls did not as yet, though Debbie 
personally made the rounds looking at 
homes.) And Eddie is availing himself of 
his legal right to see his children. Even 
if Debbie were inclined to keep him away 
from Carrie and Todd—she couldn’t. The 
visitation rights were granted him by the 
court under the terms of the divorce. 

Many of her friends are afraid that now 
Debbie will find herself saying goodbye 
to her hard-won tranquility just when she 
could relax and enjoy it. They feel certain 
that with Eddie and Liz back in Holly- 
wood, nothing will ever again be the same 
for Debbie and the children. 

Even Debbie’s most ardent critics com- 
mend her on the way she is bringing up 
two well-mannered, beautiful youngsters. 
After Eddie vanished from her life, she 
buckled down to a man-and-woman’s size 
job of rearing them alone while handling 
a full-time career as a movie star. Every- 
one knows you don’t raise good children 
just by money or success. They give her 
credit for doing it with a mother’s loving 
care and a father’s sense of responsibility. 
They feel that in the dual role of mother 
and father she has done a beautiful job. 


Eddie in a different world 


Until recently, Eddie Fisher appeared to 
be very remote from his duties as a father. 
His life was in a different world—the 
world of Elizabeth Taylor and her chil- 
dren—and in distant parts of the globe a 
good part of the time. It is true that he 
has always remembered their birthdays 
with expensive toys and cards. He has 
telephoned from all parts of the world to 
ask about their health. (It was always a 
maid who gave him the answers, not Deb- 
bie.) He even called from London during 
Liz’ life-and-death struggle with pneu- 
monia, because Todd was very ill with a 
virus infection and he wanted to keep in 
touch. But no one close to Debbie ever 
forgot another occasion, some time back, 
when Todd was so critically ill that a fran- 
tic Debbie tried desperately to find Eddie 
—and couldn’t. By the time he was lo- 
cated by phone, vacationing far away with 
Liz and the children, the worst of Todd’s 
crisis was over. 

To Debbie, her children’s father must 
have seemed one more step removed from 
them when he adopted Liza, his wife’s 
three-year-old daughter by the late Mike 
Todd. And again when he expressed the 
hope that Liz would present him with a 
son or daughter of their own some day. 

But on the rare occasions when the 










then only for a few days at a time, Eddie 
arranged to see Carrie and Todd, though 
Debbie always absented herself. And last 
summer the inevitable happened in the 
commissary at Twentieth Century-Fox 
Studios. Eddie and Liz accidentally ran 
into Debbie. The meeting proved cordial, 
though chilly. It was the first time Eddie 
had seen Debbie since he asked her for 
permission to obtain a Las Vegas divorce 
decree, so he wouldn’t have to wait a year 
to marry again. It was the first time Debbie 
had seen Liz since she helped comfort 
her, following the tragic crash of a private 
plane that took Mike Todd’s life. 

This was the last time these three saw 
each other. It was apparent that, in the 
future, arrangements would be made to 
avoid another encounter like that. Last 
winter, between bouts of illness and just 
before the pneumonia attack, Eddie 
brought Liz from London to California for 
some sun and rest, and again he saw his 
children. But he managed to do so at a 
time when the Karls arranged to be away 
from the house. 

Then they went back to London, where 
Liz escaped death by a hair. And Eddie 
was telling reporters, “No more of this 
climate, Elizabeth needs to live where 
there is always sun.” The makers of “Cleo- 
patra” went along on that decree—the 
picture would not be made in England 
after all. And what this meant to Debbie 
was that the London home the Fishers 
had searched for would never materialize. 
They would never settle there, any more 
than they would settle on the big, beautiful 
estate they had bought earlier in Purchase, 
N.Y., and later resold. They would live 
only where the sun shone twelve months 
a year. 


““Sun”’ meant California? 


If Debbie sensed, with apprehension, that 
‘sun” meant California, reason also told 
her that it is also warm and dry in other 
places—like Nevada, or Arizona—or Spain. 
But then came a day loaded with fate and 
omens. On March 28, desert winds lashed 
angrily through San Gorgonio Pass and 
into the tranquil, plush atmosphere of 
Palm Springs. The sudden gusts of eye- 
stinging sand and dust sent the Harry 
Karls, along with other Hollywood not- 
ables, scurrying indoors. Such swift winds 
aren’t unusual in the high desert. but they 
are in Palm Springs which is nestled 
against the protective base of Mt. San 
Jacinto. There was something ominous 
about it. Perhaps Debbie felt it. Others did. 

In Los Angeles only three hours away 
by car, the sky was blue. The sun shone 
brightly. A light sea breeze touched the 
trees at International Airport, where a 
crowd gathered at Gate 10. A police officer 
carefully checked over credentials of re- 
porters and photographers before allowing 
them through the gate and onto the con- 
course. Minutes passed. The tension 
mounted. Now there were hundreds of 
people jammed together, talking excitedly. 

“There it is,” someone shouted. “There’s 
the plane.” 

A giant Trans World Airlines super jet 
glided to rest on the runway. Minutes later 
it taxied directly in front of Gate 10. 
Cheers went up from the crowd. The 


. 


photographers quickly, frantically raised 
their cameras to get the first pictures of 


Elizabeth Taylor and Eddie Fisher re- 








turning to a city that a year before had 
castigated them in so many ways. 

It was a different city now. There were 
no jeers, only cheers. The crowds surged 
forward for a closer look. Police had to 
form a cordon to keep the fans from 
mobbing Liz. Eddie, pale and gaunt from 
sleepless nights of praying death away 
from her, carefully surveyed the greeting 
party as though he were looking for some- 
one. If he had expected Todd and Carrie 
to be on hand, he probably was highly 
disappointed. They were in Palm Springs 
with their mother. 

“I think Debbie planned it that way,” 
one friend of Eddie’s commented. “I think 
she wanted them out of town when he ar- 
rived. Maybe she felt he would call the 
house right away or dash over to see the 
children.” 

One report was that he did call the 
Karl household later that day after he and 
Liz checked into their bungalow at the 
Beverly Hills Hotel, only to be informed 
that the children would be in the desert 
for a couple of weeks. 


No “ulterior motive’’ 


In all fairness to Debbie. one of her 
friends claimed that she had no ulterior 
motive in taking the children to Palm 
Springs. She and Harry had been building 
a playroom onto their desert home and 
they wanted to supervise the work them- 
selves. And the children would enjoy a 
couple of weeks in the healthy sun, so 
the story goes. It was only a coincidence 
they were out of town when their father 
arrived. 

“After all,” the friend said vehemently, 
“why should Eddie suddenly care about 
his children? He certainly didn’t when he 
left Debbie the way he did. Why the sud- 
den concern?” 

One theory is that Eddie’s “sudden con- 
cern” for his children could stem from 
the shock of Liz’ brush with death. He 
came so close to losing a loved one that 
he could well have realized his responsibil- 
ity to other loved ones. The friends who 
hold this view pooh pooh the “sunshine” 
reason for coming back, just as they brush 
aside Eddie’s other reason: “We want to 
live in California again.” They point out 
that this is a striking about-face to the 
Fishers’ attitude a year ago, when Cali- 
fornia was the last place on earth they 
wanted to live. 

But there are others who do not find 
the reverse attitude strange at all. They 
argue that time changes a lot of things, 
along with healing wounds. And that Liz 
and Eddie are no longer the “heavies”’— 
movie term for villains—in the “husband- 
stealing” scandal of the Eddie-Debbie 
breakup. If anything, their return among 
cheering crowds was that of a hero and 
heroine—a remarkable change indeed from 
last year. And clearly a tribute to Liz’ 
strength and courage in the face of un- 
believable suffering. 

Many leading Hollywood personalities 
in the past have clearby indicated that the 
reason Liz didn’t win an Oscar for her 
performance in “Cat on a Hot Tin Roof” 
or “Suddenly Last Summer,” was her “un- 
popularity” then among the actors, ac- 
tresses and other movie people who cast 
the ballots. Ironically, her bout with double 
pneumonia in London established her as 
the favorite this year. No one was sur- 
prised when her name was announced as 





the winner, for “Butterfield 8.” 


“She has suffered enough.” one Academy | 
£ y 


| 


Award-winning actress told PHOTOPLAY. | 


“T voted for her. She deserved to win.” 

Eddie, too, is in a favorable light. He 
announced he planned to resume his sing- 
ing career. He accepted a lucrative offer 
(reportedly $25,000 a week) to go to the 
Desert Inn in Las Vegas in May. And he 
announced plans to do a television spec- 
tacular. 

Whatever they had to go through for 
it, the Fishers’ star is on the rise again in 
the eyes of the whole world. 

But what of Debbie? Her friends feel 
that she deserves a break too. They say 
she may be too level-headed to let the new 
development smash her happiness, but it 
could be eaten away bit by irritating bit. 
For one thing, she'll have to face the fact 
that Hollywood is home to Liz, and she 
comes home at the peak of such popularity 
that many friends will be torn between 
the two of them. Even those who were 
disloyal to Liz at first may now flock to her 
side. 


A bitter pill 


Another bitter pill for Debbie to swallow 


can well prove to be the open display of | 


affection for which 


Liz and Eddie are 


famous. A chauffeur who took them sight- | 


seeing in London last fall told how they 
behave in public, like teenagers just fall- 
ing in love, “so busy kissing in the back 
seat they hardly saw any sights.” And 
Eddie himself, for all his hot demands for 
their privacy, has made such frank state- 
ments to reporters as: “Elizabeth gives 
more love than any human being I’ve ever 
known in my whole life. Gives more and 
takes more. And that is love, and loving.” 

To read that your former husband says 
of your successor, “When she loves, she 
loves better than any woman in the world.” 
is one thing. To be in the presence of such 
love is something else again. And to avoid 
it—and them—is also a defeat of sorts. 
Any woman who has ever been jilted knows 
this. 

And how, ask Debbie’s friends, can she 
avoid them? People are taking particular 
care to spare everybody embarrassing com- 
plications by not inviting the Fishers and 
the Karls to the same party. But how can 
they avoid each other at Twentieth Cen- 
tury-Fox? The same week that Debbie 
checked in at the lot to film “Star of the 
West.” Liz and Eddie opened offices there. 
And it is at Fox that Liz will be filming 
the interiors for “Cleopatra.” 

Even walking into a Beverly Hills de- 
partment store, or a beauty parlor, or a 
supermarket, say Debbie’s friends. could 
be a jolt and an embarrassment. And they 
intimate that this is the reason the Karls 
didn’t buy a house in April when the 
Fishers did. In fact, it might even explain 
why Debbie and Harry suddenly dropped 
the idea of building their “dream house” 
on the lot they bought last November, 
before the wedding. The land, back of the 
Beverly Hills Hotel, had been cleared of an 
older structure and work was to start on 
the new home when they suddenly changed 
their minds. It would take too long, was 
Debbie’s explanation. Now friends are won- 
dering if even then, on a hunch, she de- 
cided not to take a chance on building in 
an area where Liz and Eddie might some 
day be living. 


If so, her hunch came true. And now, | 











INSIDE TIP 
ON A NEW 


Shoe 


Sprinkle Cashmere Bouquet Talc freely 
into your shoes, slippers and storm boots. 
It will help them slip on with less tug 
and wear —and stay flower-fresh, too. 
Remember ... Cashmere Bouquet, made 
of fine-milled Italian Talc, scents, 
smooths, clings—to satinize every inch 
of you—more lovingly, more lastingly 
than costly cologne. a 


Cashmere 
Bouquet 
Talc 


the fragrance men love 








ANALYZE HANDWRITING| 


MORE INCOME... MORE PRESTIGE 
and Greater PERSONAL Success! 
YOU CAN learn how to identify character 
and personality traits from ordinary hand- 
writing. Fascinating home-study training. Man 
career opportunities for both men and women, ful 
or sparetime. Just send your name, address for 

os FREE sample lesson and big illustrated catalog / - 
Free. No salesman wil! bother you. (State age). 
INTERNATIONAL GRAPHO ANALYSIS SOCIETY, INC. 
Dept. GN-94 - - - Springfield 4, Missouri 







iin School Course 


LMU Many Finish in 2 Years 


If you did not or cannot finish high school, here is 
your opportunity. Study in spare time at home. Go 
as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course 
equivalent to residential school—prepares for college 
exams. Standard texts supplied. Credit for subjects 
already completed. Single subjects if desired. Diploma 
awarded. Be a High School graduate. Start studies 
now. Free Bulletin. Write today. 


AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. HBS3 
Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37, Illinois 
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ENLARGEMENTS 
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SEND YOUR BEST 2 COLORED 
NEGATIVES, TRANSPARENCIES, 
SLIDES, BLACK AND WHITE SNAP- 
SHOTS, PHOTOS OR NEGATIVES. 
Just to acquaint you with the 
beautiful portrait quality of 
our new Gold-Tone Process, 
we will make you a 5 x 7 
Gold-Tone Enlargement of 
your best 2 of the above—FREE. 
Be sure to include color of hair, 
eyes and clothing and get our bar- 
gain offer for having your small 
pictures or negatives made into 
orgeous Natural Color Portrait 
lessen and mounted in 
harmonizing Ivory and Gold frames. Limit 2. 
Please enclose 15¢ for handling each enlargement. 
Originals returned with enlargements. Act Now! 


HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS, Dept. B-223 
7021 Santa Monica Bivd., Hollywood 38, Calif. 
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It’s a new show! It’s a great show! It’s a 1961 
edition of PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL, produced 
by the editors of PHOTOPLAY! And it’s 


available now wherever magazines are sold! 


PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL is the greatest. It 
brings you all the news and gossip of every- 
one of importance in Hollywood. It also brings 
you gorgeous full-color portraits of the stars, 
plus exciting candid shots and never-to-be- 
forgotten pinups. 


PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL 


HOLLYWOOD NEWSREEL 
Here is the month-by- 
month story of Hollywood 
The marriages, divorces, 
separations, reconciliations, 
births and deaths. 


TOP BILLING-—-New pic- 
tures and stories of Troy 





Donahue @ Elvis Presley @ 
Sandra Dee @ Edd Byrnes @ 
Tuesday Weld @ Connie Ste- 
vens @ Debbie Reynolds @ 
Frankie Avalon @ Annette 
Funicello @ Carol Lynley 
and Connie Francis. 


DOUBLE FEATURES— 
Truly romantic stories about 
these happily married: Liz 
Taylor and Eddie Fisher @ 
Janet Leigh and Tony Curtis 
@ Roger Smith and Vici Shaw @ Pat and Shirley Boone @ 
Evy Norlund and James Darren @ Millie Perkins and Dean 
Stockwell @ Joanne Woodward and Paul Newman @ Natalie 
Wood and Bob Wagner. 


FANFARE—Big pictures and fascinating stories about 
Cary Grant @ Kock Hudson @ Rick Nelson @ Tab Hunter 
@ Paul Anka @ Bobby Darin @ John Saxon @ Sal Mineo 
@ Stephen Boyd @ Brandon de Wilde @ Bobby Rydell 
@ Jimmy Clanton. 


PINUPS—These thrilling pictures are a ‘‘must’’ for your 
collection: Brigitte Bardot @ Marilyn Monroe @ Kim 
Novak @ Lana Turner @ Ava Gardner ® Doris Day 


UP IN LIGHTS—The great stories of your favorites: Glenn 
Ford @ Susan Hayward @ Hope Lange @ Tony Perkins 
@ Audrey Hepburn @ Roger Moore @ Susan Kohner @ 
Lawrence Harvey @ John Gavin @ Shirley MacLaine @ 
Dolores Hart. 


AND INTRODUCING—Here are the newcomers to the 
screen. You can follow their glamorous rise to stardom: 
Angie Dickinson @ Mark Damon @ Warren Beatty @ Jo 
Morrow @ Mark Goddard @ Sue Lyon @ Tom Tryon @ 
Vicki Trickett @ Nancy Kwan @ Juliet Prowse @ Richard 
Beymer @ Patti Page @ Anita Bryant @ Glenn Corbett @ 
Sigrid Maier @ Carol Christensen @ Brenda Lee @ Leticia 
Roman @ Sharon Hugueny @ Kerwin Mathews @ Michael 
Callan @ George Peppard. 


ONLY 50c WHILE THEY LAST 
AT ALL NEWSSTANDS NOW 
Peete ee eB BBB SSB SSB Se eB eee eee ee Se 


§ Bartholomew House, Inc. WG-761 ! 
5 205 E. 42 St., New York 17, N. Y. 
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sSend me PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL 1961. 
aI enclose 50¢. 
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maid for Carrie and Todd, and they are 
hustled away to a rendezvous with their 
father. Debbie can do nothing to upset 
these visits, and so far has shown no signs 
of trying to. But everyone feels that she 
no longer has a chance of getting him to 
consent to their adoption by Harry Karl. 
If Eddie had settled down with Liz and her 


_ children thousands of miles away in New 


York or London, it might have been a dif- 
ferent story. 
If Debbie and Harry wanted to go to 


| court to sue for Harry to adopt the chil- 
dren, they would probably lose. They need 


Eddie’s permission. Yet there are those 
who say that the best thing Eddie could 
do for his children would be to give them 
up to Harry. Everybody knows Harry 
adores the children. He’s a grandfather— 
his daughter Judy has a child—and has 
children from his marriage, or rather 
marriages, to Marie McDonald, but he’s a 
real father and a good one to Carrie and 


Todd. Still, Eddie will probably never let 


him have them legally, any more than 
Mike Wilding would let Eddie have his 


two boys legally. 
Children the real losers 


There are those who feel the children 
are the real losers in this kind of a situa- 
tion. They live with one Daddy and visit 
another, and how do they know to whom 
they belong? Liz and Eddie must have ex- 
plained it all to the Wilding boys when 
Eddie adopted Liza but not them—that 
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and Todd are only little tots 
they can get pretty confused. 

Not everybody feels this way, of course. 
Whatever has happened or will happen 
in the future, many people feel the ties 
of blood are stronger and more sacred than 
anything in the world. 

Up until now Debbie may have felt she 
could at least hope. As one of her friends 
said, “Eddie owed her a favor.” It is true 
that she gave him permission to get the 
Nevada divorce decree so he could marry 
Liz immediately. It’s true that she refused 
to say a bitter word about her best friend 
winding up with her husband— instead, she 
wished them luck. And it’s true that, ever 
since, she’s been a mother and father to 
Carrie and Todd. 

“So even if Eddie wasn’t legally ob- 
ligated to let the children go,” Debbie's 
friend said, “you might say that morally 
he was. But now, with him back, every- 
thing’s different. He’s not there to tuck 
them into bed like a real father, and hear 
their prayers, but at least he sees 
them. .. .” 

This, then, is Debbie’s dilemma. A year 
ago she had no father for her children, 
now she has two. Harry treats them as his 
own, Eddie seems to be resuming the role 
of father. But for him it may be too late. 

Only Debbie knows. —Bos DEAN 
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themselves; 





Liz is in M-G-M’s “Butterfield 8.” You 
can see Debbie in Columbia’s “Pepe” and 
in “The Pleasure of His Company,” Par. 
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softly to the tune of “Autumn Leaves”? 
“I... Td like to go, Freddie.” 
He said he would arrange for a ringside 
table, and perhaps. . 
“Perhaps we can 
a bite after the show?” 
She knew what her answer would be 
long before the words came to her lips. 
She knew now, as she heard his voice, that 
she had been wrong during their marriage. 
In their years apart, she had learned she’d 
been wrong in thinking that it would al- 


. get together for 


| ways be a honeymoon and that a man’s 


moods did not belong in her picture of 
wedded bliss. Freddie was a creative music 
arranger and pianist, and he was entitled 
to an occasional mood. So is any man. 

“I'll be there, Freddie.” she whispered 
into the phone. 

“Thanks, Jane,” was all he answered. 

And that night as she came in, with the 
eyes of a thousand strangers upon her, she 
herself saw only one man, the man who 
began to play “All the Things You Are.” 

As the cheers echoed through the songs 
that followed, Jane listened, knowing at 
last that the errors and mistakes and small 
arguments in a marriage were a part of 
living and loving, and that nothing, not 
even her career—had she let it come be- 
tween them?—not even the Oscar she had 
won for “Johnny Belinda’”—could be more 
precious than love. 





They danced, and Freddie thought of 
| Jack’s-at-the-Beach, where they had first 


come to know each other over quiet din- 
ners during their courtship. And he thought 
how nice it would be to go there again. 

And later, as the music of his own spe- 
cial night came to a close and the applause 
had long since stopped, he came to her. 
and said, very quietly, “You look lovely. 
Jane.” 

She smiled at Freddie’s compliment, and 
they turned to look at each other for a 
long moment. Then he took her slim little 
hand in his, and their evening began. 

They talked of many things, of their 
first days, of what each was doing now and. 
most of all, what each intended to do in 
the future. The soft lights, the good wine. 
the hushed whispers, the good food—it all 
added up to their evening. Then, all too 
soon, they were driving back to Jane’s 
house. Freddie stopped the car in front 
of the driveway. 

“Jane ... I think I made a mistake. | 
think... .” 

“Maybe we both made a mistake before, 
Freddie.” 

He looked at her, his Jane, the girl he'd 
spent so many happy hours with, and the 
soft look in her eyes gave him the courage 
to ask her the question he’d had on his 
mind all evening. 

“I'd. like to see you for dinner again. 
Tomorrow. How about it, Jane?” 

Then one day Freddie said to a friend: 

“I'd like to remarry Jane. Do you think 
she might say yes?” 

The friend said it simply, but to the 
point: “Ask her.” 

He asked, and she did say yes. And 
that was how it happened. how Jane and 
Freddie got their second chance at happi- 
ness seven years later. No wonder they 
both feel they’re lucky. —ApAmM MITCHELL 
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her faults and in both cases intend to do 
something about them. She must be curi- 
ous about life; she must participate, then 
offer, give and extend and not be afraid, 
sometimes, of being hurt. A charming 
woman is more loving than loved; she is 
more giving than given. And above all she 
is, more than anything else (and she 
knows it), a woman. A woman, whose duty 
is to bring out the best in man. When she 
does this, she is charming. Since one man’s 
charm can be another’s despair, for the 
rest of the article we'll let the men talk. 

Van Williams, toweling off after a dunk- 
ing on the “SurfSide 6” set, answered 
quickly, when we asked him about charm, 
as if he’d already given the matter a lot of 
thought: “The most charming thing a girl 
can have is an adaptable personality,” he 
said. “There are so many different situa- 
tions that can form in one relationship 
with a girl, not only involving you and the 
girl but other individuals, as well. Any girl 
who can meet and make the most of any 
situation is above and beyond the so-called 
glamour girl by a long shot.” 

Neil Sedaka, caught at a break in a 
recording session, sipped coffee—black— 
from a paper container, as he told us: “Ice 
belongs in a Coke, but not in a girl’s per- 
sonality. Lots of these girls have the appeal 
of a mannequin in a store window—not 
alive. The missing secret ingredient in their 
make-up is warmth. My idea of the most 
charming thing a girl can do is to really 
listen when a guy speaks to her. There is 
nothing, but nothing, that makes a guy 
feel better than to believe the girl is listen- 
ing to him like he’s the most important— 
and only—guy in the world.” 

Marty Milner, his voice crackling over 
a long-distance connection from one of his 
“Route 66” locations, said: “It depends 
on the girl. If she’s blonde, I’d like her 
with blue eyes. If she’s brunette, I’d also 
like her with blue eyes.” Then, more seri- 
ously, he added, “I like girls who generally 
have chic-suave sophisticated looks and 
still possess good, friendly, easygoing 
social qualities.” 


“Be yourself”’ 


Andy Williams, relaxed and not wearing 
one of his hats, grinned shyly from 
a couch in his night-club dressing room as 
he told us: “The way my mind works, 
charm mostly consists of being one’s self. 
I always find that I’m attracted to a woman 
who lets her inner-self show in her per- 
sonality, and has none of the affected 
qualities that are phony. I think, too often, 
young women attempt to take on the per- 
sonality of someone they admire, and this 
results in a mixed-up personality. They 
lose their charm and become a conglomer- 
ation of what they want to be and what 
they really are. Charm is being delightful 
and fresh and being an individual. It is 
appearing pleasant whether at a party or 
in a dark theater. It is not being cluttered 
with falseness.” 

Rod Taylor paused while feeding the 
inner man at the commissary, between 
takes of “Hong Kong,” and considered our 
questions. “The most charming thing about 
girls,” he said, “to me, anyway, is that 





at a girl you’re potentially interested in 
and it dawns: This is a person who at some 
time or another may be sharing half of 
a man’s life. But if you see that she works 
too hard at being a girl—if she isn’t in- 
terested in anything outside of herself— 
then the charm begins to go, and she’s only 
a girl.” 

Horst Buchholz had only a minute for 
us as he hurried planeward for Berlin to 
make “One, Two, Three,” his next picture 
after “Fanny.” So when we asked what 
quality most endeared a woman to him, 
he answered in exactly one word: 

“Sincerity.” 

Bob Mitchum, sleepy-eyed, was another 
one-word man. “Proximity,” he said. 

Grant Williams chatted with us on the 
set of his latest movie, “The Couch.” 
“Charm,” he said, “is a combination of 
good grooming, good manners, a sincere 
interest in other people, a sense of love 
for the beauty in creation, a curious mind 
and a sense of humor.” 


True beauty 


Mark Goddard relaxed his keen-eyed 
look that goes with “The Detectives” but 
not with a discussion of womanly charm. 
“Great warmth,” he said, “is the true 
beauty of womanhood. It’s a radiant feel- 
ing that others can share, and it stems 
from a beautiful soul. And warmth itself 
comes from a number of things. Part of it 
is not being afraid to share it, part is 
being understanding—and even a way of 
listening attentively. If a woman has this 
warm personality, she attracts and allures 
everyone, whether she’s beautiful or not. 
If she hasn’t, what good is all her beauty 
and sex appeal?” 

Lee Patterson, on location in Miami for 
“SurfSide 6,” stepped off the houseboat 
into ten foot of charm talk with our in- 
terviewer. “I°ll put it this way,” he said. 
“A woman should let a man make a ges- 
ture and light her cigarette—and not hand 
him the matches. If she’s out on a date and 
shows a little consideration for his wallet— 
that’s being gracious, too. To me gracious- 
ness is the first requirement. The rest of it, 
the beautiful figure and lovely face—are 
the least of it.” 

Gardner McKay was just leaving the set 
of “Adventures in Paradise” when we 
caught up with him. He gladly stopped to 
answer our questions, and seemed to have 
some definite ideas on the subject of 
charm. “A charming woman is one who 
lives up to the lyrics of Oscar Hammer- 
stein’s song ‘I Enjoy Being a Girl.’ To be 
truly charming, a woman must be aware 
that she’s a woman and enjoy being femi- 
nine and domestic and all the other won- 
derful things that make her what she is.” 

Richard Beymer ate a quick lunch on 
the set of “Bachelor Flat” and thought 
about our questions. After a minute or 
two, he said, “A girl who has the ability 
to make a man think that she considers 
him the most interesting of all men is 
charming. She has a quality of softness 
and gentleness—this is what differentiates 
woman from man. A girl should make a 
man want to hold her close.” 


A smattering of brains 


Our next stop was the set of “Rawhide” 
to see Eric Fleming and Clint Eastwood. 
The rehearsal had run overtime. Eric was 
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answer was brief, but right to the point: 
“Brains, no woman can be charming with- 
out at least a smattering of brains.” Clint 
told us, “A girl who makes a man feel 
like a man, who puts him at his best be- 
havior and brings out all the chivalry in 
him is charming. She’s an ultra-feminine 
creature who enjoys being a woman. And, 
besides this, she should have a sense of 
humor. Men instinctively lean toward a 
woman who can be volatile and amusing, 
even if she isn’t beautiful, in preference 
to a beauty who’s a cold fish.” 
| Tony Eisley was watching Connie 
| Stevens run through a song on the set of 
| their “Hawaiian Eye” series, and it seemed 
_the perfect time to ask him about charm- 
|ing women! “A charming woman,” he told 

us, “has a sense of humor and the ability 
|to accept a man for what he is without 
trying to change him. A charming woman’s 
best asset is her ability to make a man 
realize he is a man. She is truly interested 
in his viewpoints and desires.” 

Last stop was “‘77 Sunset Strip” to see 
Edd Byrnes and Roger Smith. We got 
caught in a traffic jam, and had kept them 
waiting so long they were just about ready 
to go home for dinner. But they stopped 
to give us their “quickie” answers. “What 
makes a woman charming?” thought Edd 
out loud. “Class, to put it in one word.” 
Roger’s reply was, “Warmth.” 





Mystery flips men 





| When we asked our panel to try to 
| pin charm down to just one trait, that’s 
| when we really got our proof that one 
man’s charm is another’s despair: 

Van Williams: “Femininity. Any girl 
| without it is more or less a vegetable in my 
| book. I don’t necessarily mean feminine 
in appearance, but a girl who is sure of 
her womanhood and doesn’t have to prove 
to anyone that she’s a woman.” 

Neil Sedaka: “One thing that all girls 
have in common that really flips all men is 
mystery. If there is one fellow who says 
he can honestly figure out what makes a 
girl tick, he is one of two things: either a 
liar or a confused boy.” 

Andy Williams: “Sex appeal. Every 
woman has it whether she realizes it or 
not. Some know how to channel it properly; 
others over-use it; others don’t know what 
to do with it; and, unfortunately. many 
make no effort to make men aware of it.” 

Marty Milner: “Femininity—in a proper 
| amount—is the most appealing thing.” 

Lee Patterson: “Just being a woman, 
bless her for it! I think that’s the one uni- 
versal trait that appeals to all men—her 
womanliness.” 

Gardner McKay: “A 
what I look for.” 

Richard Beymer: “Sex appeal in its 
broadest sense is the one ingredient women 
must have to be charming, to be appeal- 
~iageag 
ing. 

Eric Fleming: “Wit!” 

Clint Eastwood: “Intelligence. You can 
overlook a ton of faults if the woman can 
contribute her share to a conversation or 
situation. A woman who has everything 
but brains is a dumb bunny no matter how 
gorgeous she is. 

Tony Eisley: “A happy outlook on life.” 

Edd Byrnes: “The fact that she’s a fe- 
male!” 


| 
| 





sense of humor is 








Roger Smith: “Femininity.” 


AS a final question, we asked the men 
on our panel to name the most charming 
woman they know. 

Van Williams: “Vicki, my wife, happens 
to be the most charming I know or have 
ever known. She has an adaptable per- 
sonality plus femininity, and all the other 
attributes such as good looks, sex appeal. 
etc. You don’t hardly find that combination 
no more!” 

Marty Milner: “My mother!” 

Grant Williams: “The most charming 
girl I know is an eighteen-year-old who 
has a wisdom far beyond her years. Her 
charm and her real beauty comes from a 
big heart for her fellow man.” 


The complete woman 


Andy Williams: “Marlene Dietrich. She 
is the complete woman. She can talk about 
the arts and baseball without flinching. 
She disproves the theory that age can 
show on a woman. She is vital and vigor- 
ous. She is an exquisite fashion plate, but 
not a clothes horse. She is aware of every 
situation she is in. She respects a man 
and makes him feel he is with a woman. 
Not many gals can do that.” 

Neil Sedaka: “The girl who gets my 
vote isn’t old enough to vote yet. She is an 
old-fashioned girl who remembers things 
like grace, warmth and poise. Although 
she’s not a beautiful gal, when she walks 
into a room, she outshines the beauties.” 

Mark Goddard: “My wife Marcia is the 
most charming I ever met. She is thought- 
ful and considerate. It was these traits that 
attracted me to her when we first met. I 
kept remembering her charming concern 
and thoughtfulness, not only toward me, 
but to others. And that, to me, is the great- 
est charm a woman can possess.” 

Rod Taylor: “Ingrid Bergman is the 
most charming woman I have met or seen. 
She carries her beauty and her femininity 
unconsciously.” 

Lee Patterson: “My mother, because 
she’s proof that good grooming isn’t the 
business of constantly pulling out the 
mirror in public.” 

Gardner McKay: “Brigitte Bardot.” 

Richard Beymer: “Jennifer Jones is the 
most charming woman—except for my 
mother—I’ve ever known. I’m captivated 
by her talent, spirit and beauty.” 

Eric Fleming: “Edith Piaf. She has a 
tremendously gracious charm which, after 
five minutes, makes you feel you are with 
the most charming woman in the world.” 

Clint Eastwood: “My wife Maggie is the 
most charming woman I know. She has 
looks, she’s intelligent, she’s adaptable. 
she’s understanding and she has _ the 
patience of Job. And, most important, I’m 
the number one guy to her.” 

Tony Eisley: “The most charming wom- 
an I know had, and still has, such belief 
in my future that she overlooked my faults 
and gave me a real belief in myself. Charm, 
to me, means my wife Indie. 

Roger Smith: “My wife Vici.” 

Edd Byrnes: “A girl I saw one beautiful 
morning while driving to the studio. I was 
so entranced by her classic beauty that I 
still search for her face in a crowd.” 

Edd’s was my last interview for the 
day. Afterwards, | packed away my pen- 
cil, put a clip on my notebook and went 
home to a quiet supper alone! | wanted 
to concentrate. On what? On whether 
I could be charming! —Rutu Britten 
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before can go. Siren scare off crowds.” 

“For Pete’s sake, tell him to forget the 
damn siren and get us out of here,” Dub 
cried desperately. 

Just then the siren clicked on with a 
long, piercing shriek. Bodies quickly melt- 
ed from the windshield, at least. The car 
crawled at a snail’s pace through the still 
chaotic crowd. The driver muttered fierce 
curses. The interpreter peered wild-eyed at 
the sea of humanity that barred their way. 

Dub gripped the front seat so hard his 
knuckles were white. He didn’t dare look 
back to see how many people had been 
crushed. He shuddered as another hand 
slammed against the window. If the glass 
should shatter . . 

Brenda tensely clutched the top of the 
front seat too. A little frown creased her 
forehead. She licked her lips uneasily. She 
didn’t look at the crowds, only stared in- 
tently at the grim-faced interpreter who 
was frantically pumping the siren. 

Poor kid, Dub thought, she must be 
frightened out of her mind. 

“Dub?” Brenda whispered uncertainly. 

“Easy, honey.” 

“But Dub...” 

“It’s gonna be all right, kid.” 

“But Dub,” she pleaded, “please—will 
you ask the man can I come up front and 
try working the siren?” 

Just so, through the years, Brenda has 
worked her way up from trying tree climb- 





ing, tightrope walking and motorcycle 
drag-racing. When she limped back from 
her first drag race with a three-inch gash 
on her thigh, the pain didn’t bother her so 
much as what her mother would say if she 
found out. (“Dub, promise you won’t tell. 
She’d kill me if she knew.”) And if the 
wound left a scar, how could she explain 
it? It did and she did—by fibbing. 

“I tole a li'l grey lie,” Brenda admits 
sheepishly. “I said I smacked into the edge 
of our new coffee table. I wonder if Mom 
really believed me, though. . . .” 

Chances are Mrs. Tarpley didn’t. But 
she probably knows that you can’t reform 
a little rebel with a tongue-lashing. She 
knows that at sixteen Brenda still has to 
“try” things to find out what makes them 
tick . . . and sets her size-three feet down 
stubbornly as she insists, “I can take care 
of myself.” 

So Dub chain-smokes and has trouble 
sleeping. But Brenda has nerves of silk 
over steel. Nothing fazes her. Nothing 
throws her—right up to the moment when 
she was slipped a crucial question. 

“Is it true, Brenda, what a French maga- 
zine wrote—that you’re not a _ teenager, 
you're really a thirty-two-year-old midg- 
et?” 

Then did she blow up! 

“Say, listen,” she said, “I don’t mind that 
midget part so much—but thirty-two? My 
gosh, do you realize a rumor like that 
could lose a girl all her boyfriends?” 

This is Brenda Lee. 

—Rosr PERLBERG 


Brenda Lee records on the Decca label. 
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Cinderella’s story has a happy ending, 
always .. . but never a happy beginning. 
And for June it was no different than 
for any Cinderella. The beginning was 
rough. 

Her father was someone she didn’t re- 
member at all. Her mother she remem- 
bered as crying bitterly the few times she 
saw her. At age four she was put in an 
orphanage. From then on her life was a 
jumble—in and out of orphanages and 
foster homes—of running away and being 
brought back—and then into court because 
she was miserable with the woman who 
had become her legal guardian in this 
grab-bag of an existence. 

When there was a court fight—her real 
mother would reappear, weeping helpless- 
ly. Until, one sensitive woman judge, see- 
ing before her a tormented youngster, 
angrily threatened to settle the whole 
argument of custody by putting June in 
El Retiro House for Girls. She didn’t be- 
long in a place like El Retiro, she’d done 
no wrong, but if there were no other way. 

. That ended the legal disputes. She 
was left a ward of the court, in peace— 
and loneliness. 

At fourteen a kinder influence came into 
June’s life. She met a Lutheran minister, 
Pastor Candow. He guided and en- 
couraged her, found her a foster home 
where there was love and understanding. 


she moved in with another Los 
the Belknaps, who also 


Later 
Angeles family, 
befriended her. 

At sixteen and a beauty, June went out 
on her own into the competitive scramble 
of movie extra bits, modeling and maga- 
zine covers, where Warner Brothers dis- 
covered her. They sent her to a drama 
school run by Blair Cutting, and he set her 
on the path to movie contracts and TV. 


They met by chance 


At eighteen she met David Nelson. By 
sheer chance. For never were there two 
people from worlds further apart. One 
thing, though, they had in common: Fame 
and fortune hadn’t spoiled David any more 
than hard knocks had spoiled June. 

The chance by which they met was a 
party at David Hedison’s house one spring 
night in 1959. It was chancy because 
David Nelson wasn’t much for parties. 
But this night he and his date, Venetia 
Stevenson, decided to go for a little while. 

All of Hollywood’s younger set was in 
the jam-packed crowd. Venetia literally 
bumped into a young actress with whom 
she had just worked. The girls greeted 
each other. Venetia said, “Dave, I'd like 
you to meet June Blair.” David smiled, 
said “Hi” to June and shook hands 
with her date, Lindsay Crosby. 

That was all. But when the party was 
over, Lindsay invited some people, includ- 
ing David and Venetia, to come on to his 
house for more food and talk. 

Lindsay’s car led the way—through 
Beverly Hills, down the Sunset Strip, and 
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where David took a wrong turn. He never 
did get to Lindsay’s, and never saw June 
again—not for the next year. 

But he thought of her often. He’d pick 
up the paper and there she was, at a 
splashy premiere or a glittering party. 
He’d sure like to see her—but her kind 
of socializing wasn’t his. “And that pretty 
girl,” he told himself, “isn’t likely to dig 
a Saturday night at the neighborhood 
movie. Better if you don’t run into her, 
my boy, you’re not the type.” But he still 
didn’t forget her. 

\ whole spring later, Dave and Rick 
were at the studio taping an “Ozzie and 
Harriet” adventure called, “His Brother's 
Girl.” The seript said Rick got the girl 
in Act One, but by the end of Act Two 
she’d end up in David’s arms, where 
she wanted to be all along. 

The girl walked on the set—a coppery- 
haired beauty. She was June Blair! 


His golden opportunity 


Now Dave had the golden opportunity 
he’d dreamed of all year. And what did 
he do with it? He and June said “Hello” 
and then talked from the script only. 
There was so much he wanted to tell her. 
but he was too shy. He needed time to 
speak his piece—and he had to leave for 
Hawaii with the Flying Viennas and their 
trapeze act . then a stint with the Air 
Force .. . then to Texas for more trapeze 
shows . . . and by October, back for an- 
other Nelson adventure. “David Hires a 
Secretary.” The secretary was June. 

David watched her walk into his life 
again. He promised himself: This time I 
won't waste my chances. He found a mo- 
ment alone with her, somewhere behind 
the big cameras. He asked for a date. 
She said sorry, she was busy. He asked 
another time, and she said no. Again, and 
she said never on work nights. 

Then he, Ricky, June and another girl 
flew on location to film TV commercials. 
High in the sky, away from the lights 
and cameras, David and June really talked 
for the first time. They’ve been at it ever 
since. They'd plan dinner and a show and 
end up seeing no show, only talking, till 
near dawn. He discovered that the “glam- 
our” dating which so awed him was all 
duty stuff and terrified her. All she'd ever 
wanted was simple fun. Like this. 

He found her more than beautiful, she 
was the three W’s—warm, witty, wonder- 
ful. She was everything he wanted in a 
girl—in a wife. And soon as he knew this, 
he had to go to Germany to do a movie, 
“The Big Show.” He was torn, he didn’t 
want to go now, but he had signed the 
contract. 





He promised to write 


He left early in November, saying only 
that he’d write. But he wasn’t good at put- 
ting his feelings on paper, he was more of 
a postcard correspondent. He re- 
turned at Christmas, bringing June a 
beautiful coat from Germany. . . . They 
saw the New Year in together, and at 
the sun’s first rays he told her, “I think 
I’m in love with you.” He said “think” 
not to frighten her—a girl who was al- 
ready in love with him. 

One night in March they sat close on a 


around. Suddenly. like a hurricane, his 
words whirled around her. “June, I’m so 
impatient. . . . | want everything to har- 
pen right now I want things te go 
well with my career ... with the show. | 
need a new truck for the trapeze gear 
... 1 love you... I want to be a success 

. . | want a home and children .. . I 
need a new truck .. .” She was confused. 
She wasn’t sure if he wanted ker to marry 
him or buy him a new truck. 

Next day. he told her they'd have to 
move fast if they were to be together 
when he left for Alaska with his circus 
show. But he didn’t propose! And he still 
hadn't, next evening as they sat in her 
apartment. Dave was talking on and on 
about their plans, and she listened—until 
she could take no more! 

“Why.” she implored. “are you discuss- 
ing our future when you haven't even asked 
me yet?” 

“Well, what do you thir: I was doing 
yesterday at lunch?” 

“You were telling me.” she said, almost 
shyly. “But you didn’t ask me.” 

He stared at her. Then he got it. 

“Okay.” he said. “I’m asking you now. 
June, will ycu marry me?” 

With a glad little ery. she flew into 
his arms. He had proposed! 

They waited four days for the right 
moment to tell the Nelsons—who promptly 
lent their Laguna beach home for a week’s 
honeymoon before leaving for Alaska. 
They set the date. May 20th. Dave gave 
June a round diamond in an old-fashioned 
gold setting. It was a replica of the one 
Ozzie had given Harriet in their day, and 
June loved it. 


Gift from the Nelsons 


The Nelsons’ gift was a building plot 
in Hollywood Hills. June and David will 
put a ranch house on it, and until then rent 
a home for a year. But first they'll honey- 
moon—from Alaska to Dave’s two-week 
stint in the Air Force Reserve, to the east 
for more circus shows. They’re traveling 
in a three-ton truck that hauls the trapeze 
gear. Dave had an addition built on to it 
for sleeping quarters and a kitchen. Good- 
bye to June’s “glamour” dates. 

And goodbye to aloneness—forever. She 
had love now, and her prince. and his 
family to be her family. And friends she'd 
had all along, this she knows. today of all 
days. The minister who makes them man 
and wife—he is her old Pastor Candow. 
-— The matron of honor is Penny 
Belknap Cooley, who'd been like a sister 
since the days June lived in their home. .. . 
And on the “bride’s side” sits another 
sister, Joyce Belknap. And here is 
her maid of honor, Doris Crewz, who'd 
been her best pal since second grade... . 
And Blair Cutting, her old teacher, has 
given her in marriage like a father. 

The music swells into the recessional 
and the young couple walk out smiling. 
past the rows of beaming faces. And as 
they go you can almost hear a fairy 
godmother’s voice above the soaring notes. 

“Cinderella—goodbye!” 

—Marcia Borie 


Dave’s in “The Adventures of Ozzie and 
Harriet.” ABC-TV Wednesdays at 8:30 
P.M. EDT and 20th’s “The Big Show.” 
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THES GOOL, THIS GLEAN, THIS FRESH WITH TAMPAX 


Ovely pool—sun-dappled, blue-shadowed. You crisp and efficient at the office- 
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TIEIAT IWOIRY LOOK 


—simply delicious...a fresh, clear, sparkly look to your face. 
You can't imagine how pretty your complexion can be till you 
start using mild Ivory Soap daily... gentle enough mee 

for a baby’s skin. 99554 pure. More doctors advise 4\|VORY 
it for babies’ skin, and yours, than any other soap. 
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